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INTRODUCTION. 



Ever since Pope's famous couplet, the solemn pro- 
testations of authors that they print at the ^'request 
of friends/' has beeu held to be a false and cowardly 
pretence, and scorned and derided accordingly. 
Now and then, however, that most improbable 
assertion happens to be true — in the present instance 
it undoubtedly is so. For the publication of these 
volumes, the excellent friend to whom they are 
inscribed is solely accountable : a heavy weight of 
responsibility which he will redeem, some day or 
other, by giving to the world lyrics of his own 
writing that nobody will wish shorter. 
• How he chanced upon these plays of mine, I 
hardly know. I think he picked them up in the 
library of a great country-house where he was 
visiting. They had fallen into such utter oblivion. 
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VI INTRODUCTION. 

that I also might have forgotten them, but for an 
occasional dream, too vague to be called a hope, 
that in the brief moment of kindly indulgence, 
which follows the death of any one who has 
contributed, however slightly, to the public amuse- 
ment, some friend might gather them together in the 
same spirit that prompts the stringing verses into an 
epitaph. To edite these tragedies myself, seems a 
kind of anachronisma, not unlike engraving the 
inscription upon my own tombstone. I can only 
pray that my poor plays may be as mercifully dealt 
with as if they were indeed published by my exe- 
cutor, and the hand that wrote them were laid in 
peaceful rest, where the sun glances through the 
great elm-trees in the beautiful church-yard of Swal- 
lowfield. 

And here I might well close my preliminary obser- 
vations, were it not that all dramatists who have 
printed plays, from John Dryden to Victor Hugo, 
have delighted to take their ease in the permitted 
egotism of a rambling preface ; and I have no mind 
to forfeit so pleasant a privilege, although my egotism 
may probably prove of a diiferent sort. The Pre- 
faces of the great Laureate indeed would be diificult 
to imitate, inasmuch as they contain some of the 
finest prose in the language. They consist, for the 
most part, of noble and generous criticism, strangely 
mingled with theories dear to the Merry Monarch, 
with vindications of the practice of interfusing 
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licentious farce amidst regal tragedy, and preference 
of the rhymes of Corneille to the blank verse of 
Shakespeare. That Dryden could have written 
Tragedy, is proved by the two striking scenes of 
quarrel and of reconciliation in ^^Don Sebastian" 
and " All for Love." The cause of his failure may 
be found in these theories. But theory, right or 
wrong, especially as applied to the work in hand, 
forms the ground-work of most dramatic Prefaces, 
largely blended with skilful specimens of the noble 
art of self-justification, with vehement attacks upon 
critics, and perpetual grumblings against managers 
and actors, and all that was done and all that was 
not done for the pieces that follow. 

Now, although there be some dignity in having 
been ill-used — a dignity akin to that which made 
honest Dogberry proud of being " a man who had 
had losses," and I ani not absolutely prepared to 
relinquish my claim to such a distinction — I yet hold 
it to be one which it is a point of discretion and of 
comfort to forget. The gentlest reader has small 
sympathy with such grievances; and in that want 
of sympathy does but follow one of those instincts 
which it is seldom wise to disobey. No one has a 
right to gratify a prickly, defiant and sensitive self- 
love by speaking unkindly of another, especially 
when the waves of thirty years have rolled between. 
So instead of reciting long categories of theatrical 
troubles, I shall endeavour to explain to myseK and 
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to others^ what has often caused me some astonish- 
ment, the causes that drove a shy and retired woman, 
whose days had passed chiefly in the cahn seclusion 
of a country village into the ambitious and perilous 
paths of dramatic literature. 

Where my passion for plays began, it is difficult 
to say. Perhaps at the little town of Alresford, 
when I was somewhat short of four years old, and 
was taken by my dear father to see one of the 
greatest tragedies of the world set forth in a bam. 
Even now I have a dim recollection of a glimmering 
row of candles dividing the end which was called 
the stage from the part which did duty as pit and 
boxes, of the black face and the spangled turban, of 
my wondering admiration, and the breathless interest 
of the rustic audience. 

My dear father ! how, to the very last, he loved to 
take his pets to the play ! More than fifty years 
must have passed since that evening in the barn, 
when, happening to dine at Reading, attended by the 
beautiful little brown spaniel, who followed him 
everywhere, he, and of course Mush, accompanied 
his host to the theatre, to see the charming actress 
and charming woman, Mrs. Orger. They sate in 
the place of honour close to the stage. Plush, with 
his paws on the front of the box, his large earnest 
eyes fixed on the actors, and his long silky ears 
brought forward on either side of his face, as is the 
custom of those intelligent dogs on great occasions; 
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looked and listened all through the piece with a 
sedate fixity of attention, which greatly endangered 
the gravity of the persons on the stage. Mrs. Orger 
told me the next day that she had never in her life 
had so much difiiculty in keeping her countenance. 
It is to be presumed that the little girl of four years 
old would have pretty much the same apprecia- 
tion of ''Othello'^ that the beautiful spaniel had of 
Sally Maggs, only with Mush the impression was 
solitary, and wore away; with me, repeated as often 
as opportunity offered, it deepened. 

Sixty years ago, in the early times of the great 
war, the drama filled a very different place amongst 
the amusements of a country town from that which 
it holds now. Concerts were rare, lectures unknown, 
and the theatre patronised by the leading families, 
and conducted in the good town of Eeading (to 
which we had removed) with undeviating propriety, 
formed the principal recreation of the place. The. 
new comedies of those old times, the comedies of 
Holcroft and Morton, of Colman and Sheridan, fol- 
lowed by the farces of Foote and O^Keefe, and the 
musical entertainments of Dibdin, formed the staple 
of the house. I wonder whether anybody remem- 
bers, now-a-days, the pleasant extravagances of 
(yKeefe, who, soar to what comical absurdity he 
would, was sure to carry his audience with him ; or 
the ease, the neatness, the racy humour of Footers 
dialogue, equal, in point and finish, to the finest 
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scenes of Congreve! or his translations of Moliere, 
almost as good as the originals themselves ! Foote 
was one of those men whose great gifts as an actor 
and a mimic have injured his reputation as an 
author. The world is incredulous of versatility, 
and does not readily admit that anybody can excel in 
two ways. Because he acted his own parts with so 
much talent, the parts have died with him. They 
are well worth revising and reviving ; above all, they 
are worth studying. Well ! I did not look at them, 
I suppose, quite so critically then; but such were 
the performances which, varied by an occasional visit 
from a star, prepared my mind for the glories of the 
metropolitan boards. 

It was during the five years from ten years old to 
fifteen, which I passed at a London school, that my 
passion for the acted drama received its full develop- 
ment. At this school (well known afterwards as the 
residence of poor Miss Landon), there chanced to be 
an old pupil of the establishment who, having lived, 
as the phrase goes, in several families of distinction, 
was at that time disengaged, and in search of a 
situation as governess. This lady was not only 
herself a poetess (I have two volumes of verse of her 
writing,) but she had a knack of making poetesses 
of her pupils. She had already educated Lady 
Caroline Ponsonby (the Lady Caroline Lamb, of 
Glenalvon celebrity), and was afterwards destined to 
give her first instruction to poor L. E. L., and her 
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last to Mrs. Panny Kemble. She was, however, a 
dever woman, and my father eagerly engaged her to 
act by me as a sort of private tutor — a governess out 
of school-hours. 

At the time when I was placed under her care, 
her whole heart was in the drama, especially as per- 
sonified by John Kemble; and I am persuaded 
that she thought she could in no way so well perform 
her duty, as in taking me to Drury Lane whenever 
his name was in the bills. 

It was a time of great actors. Jack Bannister and 
Jack Johnstone (they would not have known their 
own names if called John), Fawcett and Emery, 
Lewis and Munden, Mrs. Davenport, Miss Pope, 
and Mrs. Jordan, mo^t exquisite of all, made comedy 
a bright and Hving art, an art as fall as life itself of 
laughter and of tears ; whilst the glorious family of 
Kemble satisfied alike the eye and the intellect, the 
fancy and the heart. 

John Kemble was, however, certainly Miss Eow- 
den's chief attraction to Drury Lane Theatre, She 
believed him — and of course her pupil shared in her 
faith — ^the greatest actor that ever had been, or that 
ever could be ; greater than Garrick, greater than 
Kean. I am more catholic now; but I still 
hold all my admiration, except its exclusive- 
ness. 

If Poote's reputation have been injured, as I 
think it has, by his own double talent as an actor 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



XU INTRODUCTION. 

and a mimic^ so the fame of John Kemble — ^that 
perishable actor's fame^— has suffered not a little by 
the contact with his great sister. Besides her 
nncontested and incontestable power, Mrs. Siddons 
had one advantage nol always allowed for — she was 
a woman. The actress must always be dearer than 
the actor; goes closer to the heart, draws ten- 
derer tears. Then she came earlier, and took the 
first possession ; and she lasted longer, charming all 
London by her reading, whilst he lay in a foreign 
grave. Add that the tragedy in which they were 
best remembered was one in which the heroine must 
always predominate, for Lady Macbeth is the moving 
spirit of the play. But take characters of more 
equaUty — ^Katharine and Wolsey, Hermione and 
Leontes^ Goriolanus and ^olumnia, Hamlet and the 
Queen — and surely John Kemble may hold his own. 
How often have I seen them in those plays! 
What would I give to see again those plays so 
acted ! 

Another and a very different test of John Kem- 
ble's histrionic skill was the life and body which he 
put into the thin shadowy sketches of Kotzebue, 
then in his height of fashion. Mr. Canning, by the 
capital parodies of the '^ Anti- Jacobin,'^ demolished 
the sentimental comedy of the Gterman school, a 
little unmercifcdly perhaps, for with much that was 
false and absurd, and the bald gibberish of the 
translator, for which the author is .not answerable. 
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the situations were not only efiFective, but true. As 
Mr, Thackeray has somewhere observed, the human 
heart was there, and John Kemble contrived to show 
its innermost throbbings. In Penruddock (for ^^The 
Wheel of Fortune^' is of German origin, althot^h 
written by an Englishman), in RoUa, in the Abbe de 
FEpee, three creations essentially various in form 
and in matter, nobody that has seen him can forget 
his grace, his pathos, or the manner in which he 
lent a poetry of feeling to the homeliest prose. In 
the old French philanthropist particularly, a part 
which is nothing, the smallness of the means, the 
absence of all apparent eiBfort, produced that perfec- 
tion of art which looks like simple nature. Such 
were my first impressions of London acting. 

After my return home, came days of eager and soli- 
tary poring over the mighty treasures of the printed 
drama, that finest form of poetry which never can be 
lost. At school, I had been made acquainted, like 
other school-girls, with Racine. Little did Madame 
de Maintenon, proud queen of the left hand, think, 
when the gentle poet died of a courtly frown, that 
she and St. Cyr would be best remembered by 
AthaUe ! I had won, too, for myself the knowledge 
of bolder tragedies — of Cinna, of Horace, of the 
Cid, of Merope, of Mahomet, of Zaire, and of the 
greatest Frenchman of his great age, the peerless 
Moliere. Of Shakespeare I say nothing. I had 
grown up — ^it is the privilege of English people to 
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j grow up — ^in the worship of Shakespeare, and many 
of his favourite scenes I literally knew by heart. 
But whilst still almost a child, whilst thinking no 
evil, and therefore perhaps finding none, the Eliza- 
bethan poets, so nearly his contemporaries, had 
fallen in my way — poets second only to their 
great leader in tenderness, in sublimity, in all but 
purity. 

Charles Lamb has given specimens of the early 
English Dramatists, containing as fine poetry as our 
language can show out of Shakespeare ; and he and 
Hazlitt have rendered noble justice to Webster, to 
Marlowe, to Dekker, to Ford, to all who were pre- 
viously little known ; whilst Massinger, so admirable 
for character and construction, and Beaumont and 
Fletcher, so affluent, so eloquent, so royally grand in 
certain scenes, so touchingly pathetic in others, have, 
as it seems to me, something less than their due 
measure of praise. " Every child loves the violet of 
his own finding best.^' It is true that these great 
poets had their fall meed of applause whilst still 
alive to enjoy it, and that so late as Dryden's day 
he had said that the English language attained its 
KJ {perfection in their verse ; but in my time they had 
C^ gone completely out of fashion ; and I think that I 
was unconsciously swayed by the axiom which I 
have quoted, and a little over-rated the twin drama- 
tists, because I fancied them under-rated by these 
eminent critics. It is certain that I, luxuriated in 
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their abnndance, their profusion, the quantity of 
story and of incident which sometimes overlays their 
plots, bnt always keeps alive curiosity and interest; 
above all, in those whole scenes, sometimes whole 
acts, never whole plays, which might almost pass 
for' Shakespeare. Hetcher was my second favourite 
amongst the old dramatists ; but in plays, as in 
actors, I was catholic, and had love for them 
aU. 

Every third year, another noble form of tragedy, 
one with which women are seldom brought in con- 
tact, fell in my way. It happened that our family, 
although no longer living in a country town, kept up 
a close intimacy with that of the learned and excel- 
lent Master of Eeading School, Dr. Valpy ; who, 
having himself no small love for the stage, had 
wisely substituted the representation of one of the 
stem Greek Plays for the speeches and recitations 
formerly delivered before the Heads of certain 
Colleges of Oxford at their Triennial Visitations. 
Many of the old pupils will remember the effect of 
these performances, complete in scenery, dresses, and 
decorations, and remarkable for the effect produced, 
not only on the actors, but on an audience, of which 
a considerable portion was new alike to the language 
and the subject. It is no offence to impute such 
ignorance to the Mayor and Aldermen of that day, 
who, in their furred gowns, formed part of the 
official visitors, or to the mammas and sisters of the 
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performers, who might plead the privilege of sex for 
their want of learning. 

For myself, as ignorant of Latin or of Greek as 
the smuggest alderman or slimmest damsel present, 
I had my own share in the pageant. In spite of all 
remonstrance and of all dissuasion, the dear Doctor 
would insist on my writing the authorised account of 
the play — the grand official critique which filled I 
know not how many columns of the ^^ Reading Mer- 
cury,'^ and was sent east, west, north, and south, 
wherever mammas and grandmammas were found, 
and cherished and hoarded by them as certificates of 
the genius and learning of their offspring. Of course 
it was necessary to mention everybody, and to commit 
all the injustice which belongs to an enforced equality 
by praising some too little and some too much. The 
too little was more frequent than the too much ; for 
the boys, as a body, did act marvellously, especially 
those who fiUed the female parts ; making one under- 
stand how the ungentle sex might have rendered the 
Desdemonas and the Imogens in Jameses day. So 
famous, indeed, were the Doctor^s boys for their 
women, that I never could prevail upon him to get 
up that masterpiece, " Philoctetes,^' wjiere pity and 
hatred are moved almost as strongly as in "Lear,'' 
not on account of the obvious objection of the 
physical suffering, but- because there was no lady in 
the play. One circumstance only, a little injured the 
perfect grouping of the scene. The Visitation 
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occurred in October, not long after the conclu- 
sion of the summer holidays ; and between cricket 
and boating, and the impossibility of wearing gloves 
incident to boys of fifteen, our Helens and Antigones 
exhibited an assortment of sunburnt fists which 
might have become a tribe of Eed Indians. That 
did a little spoil the picture. Sophocles, however, is 
Sophocles nevertheless; and seldom can his power 
have been more thoroughly felt than in these per- 
formances at Eeading School. 

The good Doctor, fuU of kindness, and far too 
learned for pedantry, rewarded my compliance with 
his wishes in the way I Uked best, by helping me to 
enter into the spirit of the mighty masters who dealt 
forth these stem Tragedies of Destiny. He put into 
my hands le Pfere Brumo/s "Theatre des Grecs,'' 
and other translations in homely French prose, where 
the form and letter were set forth, untroubled by 
vexatious attempts at English verse — grand outlines 
for imagination to colour and fill up. There are 
better things than the unities to be learnt of 
those old Athenian Poets, as Alfieri has shown, 
and would have shown better if he had imitated 
less. 

In the meanwhile, frequent visits to London had 
made known to me the successive glories of the two 
great Theatres. I had seen the boyish grace of Master 
Betty, and all the charm of womanly tenderness in 
Miss (yNeill, and had watched the fiery impulse and 
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gushing pathos that had electrified the town in 
I Edmund Kean. '^ The Honeymoon/' most gracious 
and most graceful of modem comedies, had been 
acted as it never has been acted since by Elliston, 
and Miss Duncan, and little Collins ; and Mr. 
I Knowles had produced two vivid and original 
tegedies in " Virginius^' and " William ^T^t;;^ 
Everything tended to encourage a poetical aspi- 
rant. 

About this time, too, my own prospects, so bright 
and sunny in early youth, became gradually over- 
clouded. A Chancery suit, the gaining of which cost 
eight years and eleven thousand pounds, was the cli- 
max of our misfortunes. We were now so poor, that it 
became a duty to earn money if I could, and how I 
could, and so I determined to write a play. 

In my very early girlhood, I had followed my 
destiny as a pupil of Miss Bowden, by committing 
the sin of rhyming. No less than three octavo 
volumes had I perpetrated in two years. They had 
all the faults incident to a young lady's verses, and 
one of them had been deservedly castigated by the 
" Quarterly."*^ Nevertheless, they had had their 

* This article was fortunate for the writer at a far more 
important moment. Mr. Gifford himself, as I have been 
given to understand, feeling that, however well deserved the 
strictures might be, an attack by his great Review upon a' 
young girl's first book, was something like breaking a but- 
terfly upon the wheel, made amends by a criticism in a very 
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praisers — as what yOung ladies^ verses have not I — 
Large impressions had gone rapidly off; one had 
run into a second edition ; they had been repub- 
lished in America — always so kind to me ! — two 
or three of the shorter pieces had been thought 
good enough to be stolen ; and Mr. Coleridge 
had prophesied of the larger ones, that the 
authoress of " Blanche ^^ would write a tragedy. 
So I took heart of grace, and resolved to try a 
play. 

My first attempt was a blank verse comedy on a 
pretty story, taken from a !Prench feuilleton — a 
story so pretty, that it made the first manager, to 
whom, without any^ introduction, I ventured to send 
it, pause to consider ; and after his final decision, 
tempted an amateur composer into requesting me to 
turn it into an opera ; by which means I acl^ieved a 
double rejection of the same piece. Then, nothing 
daunted, I tried Tragedy, and produced five acts on 
the story of "Kesco,'' which would doubtless have 
been rejected also had they ever fallen into the hands 
of a manager. 

But just as, conscious of the feebleness of my 
attempts, of the smallness of my means, and the 

different spirit on the first series of " Our Village," which 
was of mtich service to the work. I mention this, because it 
is honourable to the memory of one whom I never even saw, 
but who was probably, hke many other people, kinder than 
b& seemed. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



XX INTEODTJCnON. 

greatness of mj object, I was about to relinquish the 
pursuit in despair, I met with a critic so candid, a 
friend so kind, that, aided by his encouragement, all 
difficulties seemed to vanish. I speak of the author 
of ''lon,^^ Mr. Justice Talfourd, then a very young 
man, although old in literary reputation, and helping 
me, as he has helped many a struggler since, by the 
most judicious advice and the heartiest sympathy. 
" Foscari '' was the^ result of this encouragement — a 
womanish play, which acts better than it reads. 
Indeed, being at Oxford, where an excellent com- 
pany was performing during the long vacation, I 
heard that it contained no fewer than four fair 
Camillas who had acted my heroine in different 
circuits. " Foscari " was quickly ^ followed by 
" Julian,^' originally suggested by the first scene of 
the ^' Orestes *^ of Euripides, which happened to be 
given that year at Eeading School. 

Both these plays were accepted and produced at 
Covent Garden, although in an inverse order to that 
in which they were written; and but that I haye 
promised myself and my readers not to enter into 
the vexed question of theatrical squabbles, a history 
of their adventures might be concocted quite as long 
as themselves. Suffice it to say, that poor " Foscari^' 
had no less than five last scenes — I think I under- 
rate the number, and that there were seven I — ^and 
that the two plays fought each other on the point of 
precedence during the best part of the season — 
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which was pretty mach like a duel between one's 
right hand and one's left. 

Great, at the moment, were those anxieties and 
tribulations, the rather that money arrangements 
most important to those dearer to me than myself 
were staked on the issue. But it is good to 
observe in one's own mind, and good to tell to 
others who may be. exposed to such trials, how 
inevitably, as according to some happy law of nature 
the keenest physical pain is known to be soon for- 
gotten, whilst pleasure's light traces are indelible; 
so in mental vicissitudes. Time carries away the 
bitter and leaves the sweet. The vexations and 
the injuries fade into dim distance, and the kindness 
and the benefit shine vividly out. The warm grasp 
of Mrs. Charles Kemble's hand, for instance, when I 
saw her all life and heartiness at her house in Soho 
Square, my first dramatic experience : — the excellent 
acting of "Poscari;" Mr. Young, and Mr. Charles 
Kemble, so quiet and so touching in the concluding 
scenes; Mr. Warde playing a secondary part so 
finely, that he led every body into thinking that he 
ought to play the first ; Mr. Serle lending to Cosmo 
his own fine taste; and Mrs. Sloman, who would 
have achieved the highest reputation but for the 
want of the indescribable thing called charm :— then 
" Julian," on the other hand; how Mr. Macready stood 
alone under the weight of that tragedy, with how 
much talent, how much warmth, what untiring and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



XXll INTRODUCTION. 

indefatigable zeal ! These are the things one thinks 
of, when sitting calm and old by the light of a 
country fire ; and if other recollections mingle with 
them> they are rather of the comic and the grotesque 
kind than of the bitter or the resentful. 

To one accustomed to the imposing aspect of a 
great theatre at night, blazing with light and beauty, 
no contrast can be greater than to enter the same 
theatre at noontide, leaving daylight behind you, and 
stumbling as best you may through dark passages, 
and amidst the inextricable labyrinth of scenery and 
lumber of every description ; too happy if you be not 
projected into the orchestra, or swallowed up by a 
trap-door. 

Captain Forbes, one of the proprietors, and a naval 
man, used to compare the stage with its three tiers 
of under-ground store-rooms and magazines', and its 
prodigious height and complexity of top hamper aloft 
to a first-rate man-of-war. That comparison is rather 
too flattering. To me — ^no offence to the Theatre 
Koyal Covent Glarden — it always recalled the place 
where I first made acquaintance with the enchant- 
ment of the scene, by reminding me of some pro- 
digious bam. A bam it certainly resembles, vast 
dusty, dusky and cavernous, with huge beams topplijig 
overhead, holes yawning beneath, rough partitions 
sticking out on either side, and everywhere a certain 
vague sense of obscurity and confusion. 

When the eye becomes accustomed to the dark- 
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ness, the contrasts are sufficiently amusing. Solemn 
tragedians — ^that is to say, tragedians who seem 
solemn enough in their stage gear at night — ^hatted 
and great-coated, skipping about, chatting and joking, 
and teUing good stories like common mortals ; indeed, 
the only very grave person whom I remarked was 
Mr. Liston ; tragic heroines sauntering languidly 
through their parts in the closest of bonnets and 
thickest of shawls ; untidy ballet-girls (there was a 
dance in "Foscari'') walking through their quadrille 
to the sound of a solitary fiddle, striking up as if 
of its own accord from amidst the tall stools and 
music-desks of the orchestra, and piercing one hardly 
knew how through the din that was going on inces- 
santly. 

Oh, that din ! Voices from every part, above 
below, acound, and in every key, bawling, shouting, 
screaming; heavy weights rolling here and falling 
there, bells ringing one could not teU why, and the 
ubiquitous call-boy everywhere ! If one element 
prevailed amongst these conflicting noises, it was 
certainly the never-pausing strokes of the carpenter's 
hammer, which in our case did double duty, the new 
scenery of the morrow being added to the old scenery 
of the night. Double, too, were the cares not merely 
of the official before-mentioned, the call-boy, but of 
his superiors, the stage-manager and the prompter ; 
for whilst we, the new tragedy, held after our strange 
scrambling fashion possession of the stage, the 
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comedy or opera of the evening was crowded into 
the green-room, to the great increase of our confusion 
and their own; some of their people belonging to us, 
and some of ours to them, and neither party being 
ever in the proper place, so that there were perpetual 
sendings affcer their walking gentlemen and our 
walking ladies, the common property. 

The scenery too, that part which was fished up 
from the subterraneous galleries, was fertile in blun- 
ders. 1 have known a fine view of the Bialto with a 
bit of Charing Cross for one wing, and a slice of the 
Forest of Ardennes for the other. Even the new 
scenes had their perils. Painter and manager would 
disagree as to the size of the moon, and a good half- 
hour was wasted one morning in experiments as to 
the best manner of folding the [muslin] clouds over 
the face of that bright luminary. 

Then the turmoil about costume ! A good deal of 
that squabbling was transacted in some remote part 
of the upper regions, where tailors and dress-makers 
held their court; but some of the difllculties de- 
scended upon the stage. There was a cloak in ''Ju- 
lian,'^ which having to act as a paU to the fair Annabel, 
never could be made wide enough ; and all the prece- 
dents of aU the Duke's head-dresses in aU the theatres 
of the world, from that in the "Merchant of Venice^' 
to that in "Venice Preserved,*^ never could persuade 
me that the tall inverted drum assumed by Mr. 
Young was the proper bonnet of the Doge. This, 
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however, was my own private grief. Through all their 
courtesy, I had early made the discovery, that the 
less an a^ithor meddled in such matters the better. 
One dispute was open and general : it had refer- 
ence to the proper time of assuming mourning. 
Donato (we are still talking of " Foscari^') died in 
the third act : the question was, whether his son and 
daughter should put on black in the fourth — that is, 
the next morning. Parties were divided: the anti- 
blacks holding that it is not customary to go into 
mourning before the funeral. The debate ended, as 
debates in higher places are apt to end in our good 
kingdom of England, in a compromise. The lady 
appeared in the deepest sables that the dress- 
maker could furnish ; her brother retained the radiant 
suit of satin and embroidery which he had worn 
from the commencement of the play; a manner of 
settling the dispute which, like the aforesaid com- 
promises in higher places, had the effect of making 
both parties seem wrong. 

No end to the absurdities and discrepancies of a 
rehearsal ! I contributed my full share to the amount, 
and began pretty early, so soon indeed as the very first 
words that I ever uttered behind the scenes. There is a 
gun in "Julian /^ and I, frightened by onewhen a child, 
" hate a gun like a hurt wild-duck /' and the only 
time that I ever went to a review coaxed my father to 
drive me home before it began. I was only twelve 
years old then ; but I had not much improved by 
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becoming a tragic authoress, for my first address to 
Mr. Macready was an earnest entreaty that he would 
not suffer them to fire that gun at rehearsal. They 
did fire nevertheless; as indeed if the gun had not 
gone off in the morning, it might have been for- 
gotten at night; but the smiling bow of the great 
tragedian had spared me the worst part of that sort 
of fright, the expectation. 

Troubled and anxious though they were, those 
were pleasant days, guns and all; days of hope 
dashed with so much fear, of fear illumined with its 
fitful rays of hope. And those rehearsals, where 
for noise of every sort nobody can hear himself speak, 
where nobody is ever to be found where he is wanted, 
and nobody ever seems to know a syllable of his 
part; those rehearsals must have some good in 
them notwithstanding. In the midst of the crowd, 
the din, the jokes, and the confusion, the business 
must somehow have gone on ; for at night the right 
scenes fall into the right places, the proper actors 
come at the proper times, speeches are spoken in 
due order, and, to the no small astonishment of the 
novice, who had given herself up for lost, the play 
succeeds. 

Not that I had nerve enough to attend the first 
representation of my tragedies. I sate still and 
trembling in some quiet apartment near, twice I 
think in a small room belonging to that good-natured 
person Mr. Gteorge Eobins ; and thither some friend 
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flew to set my heart at ease. Generally the mes- 
senger of good tidings was poor Haydon, whose quick 
and ardent spirit lent him wings on such an occasion, 
and who had full sympathy with my love for a large 
canvas, however indifferently filled. 

Before leaving "Foscari/' it is well to say that 
two innovations began with my tragedies. The 
Epilogue by some accident arrived so late, that the | 
lady by whom it was to be spoken complained that 
she had not time to study it. She probably made 
the most of the delay. No fair comedian can be 
supposed to find much pleasure in being dragged to 
the theatre for so ungrateful a purpose every tragedy 
night; so Mr. Fawcett, the stage-manager, a man, 
as his acting always. evinced, of excellent judgment, 
proposed its omission. It was, he said, simply an 
added danger, could do no good in failure, and 
stopped the applause in success. So we discarded 
the Epilogue altogether; and afterwards, when| 
bringing out "Eienzi,^' we also dropped the Pro- 
logue : in both cases, I believe, for the first time. 

It was during the run of " Julian,'^ that seeing 
much of my dear friend Miss Porden (afterwards 
married to Sir John Franklin), and talking with her 
of subjects for a fresh effort, one or the other, I 
hardly know which hit upon " Bienzi ;'^ a personage 
at that time so little familiar to the public, that a 
great Law Dignitary asked gravely, after seeing the 
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play, whether such a man had ever existed? and 
another eminent person, gathering from my Preface 
that the story might be found in Gibbon, pro- 
duced the^r^^ volume of "The Decline and Fall,^^ 
actually the first, which he told me he was about 
to take into the country, in order to compare my 
delineation with the actual man. 

Miss Porden had herself written an heroic poem, 
called "Coeur de Lion,'^ which, if anybody now-a- 
days could read an epic two volumes long, would be 
found remarkable as a promise ; so she was far from 
being startled at my boldness, and took a vivid 
interest in my attempt. A year or two after, when 
in London, negotiating about this very play, I saw 
her again as Mrs. Pranklin. Ker husband was in 
Lincolnshire, taking leave of his relations before 
setting forth on one of his adventurous voyages; 
and, in the midst of her warm and undiminished 
sympathy with my anxieties, she talked of that 
husband whose projects of polar discovery had filled 
her imagination, showed me his bust and their little 
girl, and a flag which she was working for him as 
her own Berengaria had done for Bichard. It was 
poetry in action — epic poetry — and I too sympa- 
thised with the devoted wife. But I saw, what at 
that time her own sister had not suspected, that she 
was dying. This warm-hearted and large-minded 
woman was of a frame and temperament the most 
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delicate and fragile. The agitation of parting was 
too much for her; and before Captain IVanklin's 
expedition was out of the Channel, she was dead. 

When " Eienzi/' after a more than common por- 
tion of adventures and misadventures, did come out 
with a success rare in a woman^s life, I missed the 
eager congratulations which I should have received 
from her who had taken so large a part in its pre- 
vious history — missed her, the rather, perhaps, because 
no part of my success was more delightful than the 
pleasure which it excited amongst the most eminent 
of my female contemporaries, Maria Edgeworth, 
Joanna Baillie, Fehcia Hemans (and to two of them 
I was at that time unknown), vied in the cordiality 
of their praises. In Mrs. Hemans, this warmth was 
peculiarly generous, for " Julian^^ and '^The Vespers 
of Palermo" had been placed, by circumstances, in 
such a position as might have made us rivals if we 
had not determined to be friends. Kindness met me 
on every hand, from eminent men, from eminent 
women, still I missed her whose cheering prognostics 
had so often spurred me on, and whose latest 
interest in literature had been excited by this very 
play. 

And dramatic success, after aU, is not so delicious, 
so glorious, so complete a gratification as, in our 
secret longings, we all expect to find. It is not 
satisfactory. It does not fill the heart. It is an 
intoxication, followed like other intoxications, by 
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a dismal reaction. The enchanting hope is gone, 
and is ill-replaced by a temporary triumph — very 
temporary I Within four-and-twenty hours, I 
doubted if triumph there were, and more than 
doubted if it were deserved. It is ill success that 
leads to self-assertion. Never in my life was 
I so conscious of my dramatic short-comings as 
on that day of imputed exultation and vainglory. 

Then came " Charles the First'' an^ his calamities, 
of a very different sort from any of the former, since 
managers and actors were equally eager to bring out 
the play. The hindrance lay in Mr. George Colman, 
the licenser, who saw a danger to the State in per- 
mitting the trial of an English Monarch to be repre- 
sented on the [^stage, especially a Monarch whose 
martyrdom was stiU observed in our churches. It 
was in vain that I urged that my play was ultra 
loyal; that having taken the very best moment of 
Charles's life and the very worst of Cromwell's ; and 
having, moreover, succumbed to the temptation of 
producing, as far as in me lay, a strong dramatic 
contrast between the characters, I had, in point of 
fact, done considerable injustice to the greatest man 
of his age. Mr. Colman was inexorable; and the 
tragedy, forbidden at the two great houses, was 
afterwards produced at a minor theatre with no ill 
effect to the reigning dynasty. I have retained the 
original Preface, as giving a curious view of a state 
of things now happily passed away. Let me add 
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that as consolations are to be found for most evils, 
if we will but look for them, so pleasanter associa- 
tions present themselves even here in the kindness 
of the Duke of Devonshire, of Mr. Serle, and very 
recently of Mr. Jerrold. 

" Charles the Pirsf ^ had his calamities and " Inez 
de Castro'^ her's, having been twice in rehearsal in 
different seasons, and twice, for different causes, 
withdrawn. 

" Sadak and Kalasrade^' was written to gratify a 
young musician, and "Gaston de Blondeville^' be- 
cause I thought, and still think, that the story, 
taken from Mrs. Eatcliffe's posthumous romance, 
would be very effective as mere spectacle — a play to 
look at — upon the stage. 

I should not wish to say exactly the same of 
"Otto of Wittelsbach,'^ of which the name and a 
few of the events may be found in an old German 
play. It is just possible that hereafter some actor, 
powerful in mind and body, may think my drama 
worth trying. If so, I have to request that Ulric, , 
(in whom there is, I fear, too strong a recollection of 1 
Fletcher's Hengo) may be played by a boy. The 
young actors of Reading School proved that Greek 
women may be fitly represented by English lads; 
but I have never yet seen any actress who satisfied 
me in boys' parts. They always exhibit a painful 
consciousness, never more unpleasantly visible than 
when disguised under the mask of levity, not to say 
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effrontery. Even Mrs. Charles Kemble, whose pan- 
tomime in ^'Aladdin'' and in '^Deaf and Dumb/' 
was so perfect^ seemed always (I speak it in her 
honour) a woman in bo/s clothes. 

So much for the Tragedies. There would have 
been many more such, but that the pressing necessity 
of earning money, and the uncertainties and delays 
of the drama at moments when delay or disappoint- 
ment weighed upon me like a sin, made it a duty 
to turn away from the lofty steep of Tragic Poetry 
to the every-day path of Yillage Stories. 

The Dramatic Scenes may almost be said to 
hold the middle road between these tracks so 
widely different. On their first appearance, they 
kept good company. Two or three of the earliest 
were inserted in "The London Magazine'' at the 
same time with the " Essays of Elia," and the " Con- 
fessions of an Opium-eater /' the rest were written 
for various annuals in the palmy days of those pretty 
books;— by which I mean the days of Thomas Hood 
and of Winthrop Praed, of Mrs. Hemans and of 
L. E. L., when engravings were mingled with prose 
and verse, and neither verse nor prose was written to 
illustrate the pictures. 

In some of these scenes, the descriptions intro- 
duced are taken from real places, and are as like to 
those places as my poor gift of word-painting could 
make them ; and in all, I may say, or nearly all, I 
have, I cannot teU why, put more of my own pecu- 
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liar thoughts and fancies than in any other of my 
writings, which may be, perhaps, the reason why 
those who have happened to like them have liked 
them better than they deserve. 

Before closing this Preface, I wish to caution the 
reader against attributing to me, personally, any 
participation in the sentiments respecting the Jews, 
expressed by the characters in " Gaston de Blonde- 
ville /' they are as purely dramatic as the belief in 
witchcraft, and intended, like that, to display the 
barbarism of a most barbarous age. Pierce, the 
jester, one of the few rational personages of the 
drama, says of them : — " Por these poor Jews they 
are but as fear and misery have made them/^ And 
there I might, perhaps, safely have left the question ; 
but that, besides my general hatred of persecution 
and intolerance, and all prejudices against caste and 
creed; I happen to have myself the happiness of 
knowing some individuals of that gifted Hebrew 
people, and if I were to write according to my know- 
ledge, might very probably be accused of cherishing 
prejudices the contrary way ; since I have rarely met 
any persons so eminent for high qualities, moral and 
intellectual, especially for the rare quality called 
charity. 



This Introduction was written nearly a twelvemonth 
ago, when although suifering from great infirmity, I 
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was still lifted down stairs, and sometimes drawn 
through our green lanes. Brief and imperfect as 
these few pages are, I could not now even hav*e 
attempted the task, for which I once again request 
the indulgence I have so often experienced. 

SWALLOWriBLD, 

July, 1854. 
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The materials of the following Tragedy are taken 
partly from the splendid narrative of Gibbon ; partly 
from the stiU more graphical and interesting account 
of Bienzi's eventftd career, contained in the second 
volume of TAbbe de Sade's '' M^moires pour servir 
k la Vie de Petrarque ;" and I have followed these 
two authorities in giving to the great House of 
Orsini its more classical name. Tor the female 
characters I am wholly responsible. 
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CAST OF THE CHABACTERS, 

AS PEKPORMED AT THE THEATRE ROYAL DRT7RY LANE, 
OCTOBER 9, 1828. 



Cola di BienzL afterwards Tribune of the^ ^, ,, 

T, 1 f Mr. Young. 

FeojpU ; 

Stephen Colonna, a great Nobleman of Borne Mr. Younge. 

Angelo ColonTia, his Son Mr. Cooper. 

Ursinij a great Nobleman^ Rival to Colonna Mr. Made. 

Savelli -),., ^^, ^, t;,^. rMr. Aitken. 

^ ^ „ J. Lords of the Colonna Faction ^ ,, , 
Cafarello ) '^ I Mr. Lee. 

Frangipani, a Partisan of Ursiniy also a^ ^^ ', , 

> Mr. iJlanci. 
Nobleman :. ) 

Alberti, Captain of the Onard Mr. Thompson. 

Paolo, a Roman Citizen Mr. Yamold. 

Camillo, Rienzi^s Servant Mr. C. Jones. 

Nuncio, Ambassador, Nobles, Citizens, Guards, 8fc. 

La&y Colonna, Stephen Colonna^ s Wife ... Mrs. Faucit. 

Claudia, Rienzi^s Daughter Miss Phillips. 

Berta \ ( Mrs. Geesin. 

Teresa > Claudu^s Attendants | Mrs. Webster. 

Rosa ) (Miss Pincott. 

Ladies, Attendants, ^c. 

SCENE^Rome, in the Fourteenth Century. 
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RIENZI. 

ACT I. 

SCENE L 

Borne, in the fourteenth century — A Street in Rome — A 
Temple in Ruins, in the background, a Portico with columns 
in front of it, so managed that a person may appear and dis- 
appear amongst the pillars and recesses. 

Enter Paolo, and three Citizens, meeting. 

/ ErasT CiT. Ah, Messer Paolo, a good morrow to thee ! 

The streets are full to-day. I have not seen 

Such an out-pouring of our Roman hive 

Since the last jubilee. Whence comes the swarm ? 

Pao. The stirring Ursini, on a hot cauvass 
For their proud chief, the factious Martin. 

EiBST CiT. He, 
Our senator ! a proper ruler ! sick, too, 
And like to die ! 

Second Cit. Nay, he were harmless, then. 
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But 'tis his brother, John, of Ursini, 

The subtle John, that drives this business onward. 

FnusT CiT. A proper ruler ! Martin Ursini, 
That seized the Widow Landi's house, to make 
A kennel for his hounds, that carried off 
The pretty child, Emilia Fano, none 
Hath e'er beheld her since. 

Second Cit. 'Twas likelier John ! 
The dark, smooth, subtle John ! He's the prime mover 
Of these iniquities. 

Third Cit. Ye have bold tongues. 

FiBST Cit. Art thou of their black faction? 

Thibd Cit. No; I ply 
My trade, and hold my peace. 

Pag. Stephen Colonna 
Should have been senator. 

First Cit. No, Ws too old : 
The Count Savelli, or young Angelo. 

Second Cit. 'Tis ill to choose between them. 

Thibd Cit. Ay, and dangerous 
To meddle with such great ones. Dost not see 
A man in yonder porch. ILookin^ toward the ruin. 

[BiENZi appears in the Temple^ with apiece of decayed marble 
in his hands. 

Pao. Our honest neighbour. 
Cola Eienzi, poring o'er some stone 
With legend half defaced. Thou knowest Cola ? 

FiEST Cit. A follower of the Colonna? 

Pag. Ay : 
He haunts their palace, and, with rancorous hate. 
Pursues the Ursini. Didst never hear 
How his young brother, poor Antonio, fell. 
Murdered by their base groom ? He hates the Ursini ; 
And follows the Colonna : scarce for love. 
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Bather to feast his learned spleen, for Cola 
Is a ripe scholar, with sharp-biting gibes 
And dark predictions : a rank malcontent, 
A bitter railer. 

Second Cit. He approaches. 

[RiENZi comes fonoard, toith the piece of marble, 

Pag. Cola> 
What dragg'st thou there ? a stone P 

Ei£. A monldering stone ! 
An earth-encmsted stone ! 

Pag. a tombstone ? 

Rnj. Ay, 
Pit emblem of our city. Here be words 
An' ye could read them, words whose sense is dead 
Even as the tongue. Did ye ever hear the sound 
Of liberty, of country ? Back to earth, 
BebeUious stone ! Back ! back ! thou preachest treason ! 

[Thromng the stone up the Stage, 

FntST Cit. Treason to the Ursini ! What will thy patrons. 
The proud Colonna> say to this new power ? 

Bib. My patrons !--0h, the/11 fight ! they'll fight !— • 
The/U pour 
Their men at arms into our streets, and wage 
Pierce battle ; bum and plunder, spoil and slay. 
Guilty or innocent, or Mend or foe : 
Their nature, sirs, their noble nature ! 

Pao. Well, 
And we ? What is our fate, sir prophet ? 

BiE. We ! 
Whichever wheel turn round, we shall be crushed 
Between the millstones. That's our destiny. 
The destiny we earn. 

Second Cit. He's right. The barons 
Make an arena of the city, vexing 
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Our quiet streets with brawls ; plundermg and killing 
The peaceful citizens. Even the Colonna, 
Albeit Stephen be a thought more brave, 
And Angelo more kind, even the Colonna 
Are tyrants to the people. 

Thibd Cit. Yet the yoke 
Must be endured. 

EiE. Must ! Be ye men ? 

Pag. Why, Cola, 
What should we do ? 

Bi£. Talk, talk, my masters ! Speech 
Is your fit weapon. Talk ! Women and slaves 
So drown the rattle of their chains. Talk ! talk ! 
And tell in gentle whispers, gazing round 
Lest other listeners than the storied walls 
Of these old temples hear ye, how on Monday 
A noble gallant, one of the Corsi, stole, — 
Seized is the courtlier phrase, — and wrung the neck 
Of Adriani's falcon, a famed bird, 
Unmatched in Italy, the poor old man 
Weeps as it were his child ; or how, on Tuesday, 
Black John, of Ursini, spurred his hot courser 
Eight through a band of pious pilgrims, journeying 
To our Lady of Loretto, marry, two 
Are lamed for life ! Or how, on Wednesday — 

Pao. Stop — 

Rib. I can go through the week. 

Pao. But, for the pilgrims. 
Art sure of that foul sacrilege P 

RiE. As sure 
As that thou standest there ; as that the Ursini 
Parade the city. [IHstant shouts.'] Hark ! do ye not hear 
The shouting mob approach ? — Sure as that ye 
Who frown, and lift your eyes, and shake your heads. 
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And look aghast at such foul sacrilege. 

Will join your voice to that base cry, and shout 

Long live the Ursini ! I know ye, masters. 

Pao. Cola, thou wrong'st us. 

Bib. If I wrong ye — ^no ! 
Ye are Italians ; men of womanish soul, 
Faint, weak, emasculate : the generous wrath 
Of the manly Roman, with his lofty tongue. 
Lies buried — ^not for ever. [Nearer shouts,'] Hark ! 
Here comes 

The tyrant of to-day. Gk), swell his train. 
Fll to my porch again, and feed my spirit 
On these mute marbles. [Goes into the Temple. 

Second Cit. A brave man. 

Thibd Cit. Full surely, 
A dangerous. 

[Paolo and Citizens retire to the background in front of the 
Temple. 

Enter Officer and six Halberdiers, who cross, and Uksini, 
Fbangipani, and two Lords, in conversation, followed by 
armed Attendants, and accompanied by a Crowd, who shout 
Live the Ursini, 8fc. 

Ubs. [To the Mob:\ Thanks, gentle friends. [To the 
Lords."] Yes, I expect to-morrow 
A packet from Avignon ; even Colonna 
Will bow to Clement's mandate. 

Fra. If he do not — 

Dbs. Oh, never doubt ! If he refuse, why, then-^ 
Doubt him not, Frangipani. Quicker, friends ! — 
I hurry ye, my lords, but we are waited 
At the Alberteschi Palace. Follow fast. 

Crowd, [Following.^ Live John of Ursini 

B 3 
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lE3:eunt Ubsdii, ^<?.— Paolo and (he Three Citizens come 
forward, and are stopped h/ an armed Attendant — the 
Three Citizens, icith their caps o^— Paolo, and the At- 
tendant. 

Att. Why, what a sort of sullen citizens 
Be here, that shout not ! Doff thy bonnet, man ! 
Look at thy fellows ! doff thy cap. 

Pao. Grood friend — 

Att. What, must I be thy tireman P 

[Knocks off Paolo's cap with his spear — Sienzi rushes out 
from the Temple, wrests the spear from the Attendant, 
and strikes him down with it. Exit the Third Citizen. 

BiE. Down, vile minion ! 
Hath the slave harmed thee, Paolo ? — ^Art thou hurt ? 
Look where the abject tyrant licks the dust. 
The very stones of Rome cast back the load 
Of his foul carcass ! — ^yet he stirs ! I'm glad 
The reptile is not dead. 

First Cit. Ely, Cola ! 

BiE. Fly! 

Pao. To the Colonna Palace, — ^they will shield thee 
From danger or pursuit. This is no time 
For thanks. Fly, Cola ! 

RiE. Let them fly that fear. 
Fly ! why, the evil-doer flies, not he 
That putteth down a wrong. Fly ! I would call 
Rome, universal Rome, to view this deed. 
The type of that to come. Yon creeping slave. 
Struck with the strong brute force of power, unjust 
Abused power, and like a bulrush fell 
Before my weaker arm, nerved by the spirit 
Of righteous indignation. So shall fall 
Tyrants and tyranny. Meet me to-night 
On the Capitoline Hill. Now I can trust ye. 
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Now that the man is roused within your souls, 
The Roman ardour. 

Second Cit. One is gone. 

RiE. Well, well, 
A milder breeze had severed such light chaff 
From the sound com. Yon slave — ^he lives, he stirs. 

Pag. FU take him to my house. 

RiE. And I, to-morrow. 
Will find a fitter hospital. Farewell! 
Remember midnight, — at the Capitol ! 
Remember ! 

lExennt RiENZi, Paolo, afid Citizens, bearing off the Atten- 
dant, 

SCENE II. 

An Apartment in Rienzi's House ; a Roman chair, and one 
with a skein of red worsted ; a Lattice down to the floor, 
opening into the Garden, 

Enter Angelo and Claudia, through the Lattice. 

Cla. Beseech thee, now, away. Lord Angelo, 
Thou hast been here o'erlong. 

Aug. Scarce whilst the sand 
Ran through the tell-tale glass ; scarce whilst the sun 
Lengthened the shadow of the cedar. 

Cla. See ! 
The sun is setting, see ! 

Aug. Scarce, whilst I said 
A thousand times — ^I love. 

Cla. Look to the sun. 

Ang. I had rather gaze on thee. 

Cla. And think how long 
We sate beneath the myrtle shade, how long 
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Paced the cool trellis-walk. When next thou steal'st 
Hither, from thy proud palace, I must time thee 
By seconds, as the nice physician counts 
The boundings of the fevered pulse. Away, 
Dear Angelo ; think, if my father find thee— 

Ang. Oh, talk not of him, sweet ! why was I bom 
The heir of the Colonna P why art thou 
Eienzi's daughter ? What a world of foes. 
Stem scorn, and fiery pride, and cold contempt. 
Are ranged betwixt us twain; yet Love, and Time- 
Be faithful, mine own Claudia — ^Time, and Love ! 

Cla.. Alas, alas ! 

Ang. Thy father loves thee, sweetest. 
With a proud dotage, almost worshipping 
The idol it hath framed. Thou fear'st not him ? 

Cla. Alas ! I have leamed to fear him ; he is changed. 
Grievously changed ; still good and kind, and fall 
Of fond relentings — crossed by sudden gusts 
Of wild and stormy passion. I have leamed 
A daughter's trembling love. Then, he's so silent. 
He once so eloquent. Of old, each show. 
Bridal, or joust, or pious pilgrim^e. 
Lived in his vivid speech. Oh ! 'twas my joy, 
Li that bright glow of rapid words, to see 
Clear pictures, as the slow procession coiled 
Its glittering length, or stately tournament 
Grew statelier, in his voice. Now he sits mute. 
His serious eyes bent on the ground, each sense 
Turned inward. 

Ang. Somewhat chafes his ardent spirit. 

Cla.. And should I grieve him too P Lord Angelo, 
The love deserves no blessing, that deceives 
A father. 

Ang. Mine own Claudia ! 
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Cla. We must part. 

Ang. Oh, never talk of parting ! 'Twas Bienzi 
That brought me hither first. Eememberest thon 
A boy, scarce more than boy, thy lovely self 
Scarce woman. Then was thy rare beauty stamped, 
At once, within my heart, — ^then, and for ever. 
Thon canst not bid me leave thee. Love and Time, 
And Constancy— oh, be as faithful, Claudia, 
As thou art fair ! 

Bib. [Without'] Camillo! 

Cla.. Hence, begone ! 

Bib. [Without,'] Camillo! 

Cla. 'Tis his voice — ^away, away ! 

[Hurrying Angelo off the Stage. 
Here, through the lattice — ^by the garden-gate. 

[Exit Angelo. 
Now Heaven forgive me, if it be a sin 
To love thee, Angelo. [Looking after him.] My foolish heart 
Beats as it were. He's gone — he's hidden now 
Behind the myrtle-hedge : thank Heaven ! thank Heaven ! 
He's opening now the gate — ^I hear the key — 
But my sense is fear-quickened : now 'tis closed. 
And alL is safe. [Sinks down into the chair.] Oh, simple 

heart, be still. 
Be still. 

Enter Rienzi and Camillo. 

BiE. Camillo, see that thou admit 
Only Alberti. , 

Cam. None, save him ? 

RiE. None. — Claudia ! \Exit Camillo. 

Claudia, I say ! She trembles at the sound 
Of her own name, and flutters like a bird 
Tresh caught, as I approach. It likes me ill 
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To scare thee thus, fair daughter. Time has been 
When thou hast listened for me, when my voice, 
Half a street oS, my footstep on the causeway. 
Would bring my little handmaid, springing forth 
With eager service, to fling wide the door. 
And seize my cloak. [Glattdia rises hastily to take his cloaL] 
Nay, nay, I need thee not. 

Cla. Oh, let me take it, father ! 

Bib. Sit thee down. 
And ply thy sewing. [Claudia sits, and takes up the skein of 

ravelled worsted."] Hath Alberti — ^no — 
The west is glowing still. Hark ye, fair mistress : 
Grossing the hail but now, I saw a shadow 
Upon the garden waD, as clearly traced. 
By the sun's parting rays, as I see thee 
Weaving fresh tangles in that ravelled skein. 
Which thou affect'st to wind. He must have passed 
By yonder open lattice. Art thou dumb ? 
Did thou not see him, Claudia? him whose shadow 
Darkened the sunny waU P 

Cla. Perchance, Camillo. 

RiE. Camillo! old Camillo ! when I told thee 
I saw him plainly as thyself : — ^the form 
Erect and stately ; the proud head thrown back 
Oested with waving plumes. Perchance, Camillo ! 
Claudia, with thine old Roman name, I gave thee 
Precepts that might have made thee simply great. 
As ever maiden of old Rome. Camillo ! 
Wouldst thou deceive thy father P Pay'st thou thus 
His love, his trust, his doting pride ? 

Cla. [Rises.'] Oh, no! [Weeps. 

No, no ! ril tell thee all : forgive me, father. 
Only forgive me ! — thou shalt hear — 

Rib. Not now. 
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Not now, my Claudia; cheer thee« sweet ! Fllhear 
Thy tale some fitter season. Wipe thine eyes. 

[Kisses her forehead. 
If I've been harsh with thee, 'twas love, my Claudia, 
Love of my fairest daughter, and vexed thoughts 
Of this oppressed city. Sit thee, sweet ! 
All is at peace between us : weep no more. 
My Claudia. 

Cla. This is joy. 

EiE. I had been chafed 
By one of yon base minions. But the hour 
Of vengeance comes. 

Cla. Of vengeance ! 

KiE. Say, of freedom : — 
Dost tremble at the sound? 

Cla. Oh, father, each 
Alike is terrible ; for each brings war. 
Fierce, desperate war. 

Bje. Claudia, in these bad days, 
When man must tread perforce the flinty path J / 
Of duty, hard and rugged, fail not thou 
Duly at night and morning to give thanks 
To the all-gracious power that smoothed the way 
For woman's tenderer feet. She but looks on. 
And waits and prays for the good cause, whilst man 
Fights, stru^les, triumphs, dies. Vex not thy mind 
With thoughts of state, my dear one ; there's no danger : 
All whom thou loVst are safe ; all, silly trembler. 
Peace, peace ! I wiU not hear thee : all are safe. 

Enter Albebti. 

Alberti, welcome. [Rebnzi and Claxjdia rise."] Be the scrolls 

affixed 
On churches, at street-comers, in the markets 
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Art sure of the soldiers ? Dost thou hold the watch ? 
Thine answer in a word. 

Alb. In one word, yes. 
All is prepared. I'm waited at the castle ; 
Yet hearken. Cola ; I saw Count Savelli, 
Colonna's kinsman, conning yon bold sumanons : 
Thou hadst best avoid him. 
; Ree. Nay, confront him, rather: 
ril to the palace, meet them, baffle them. 
Hast heard aught of the XJrsini ? 

Alb. They feast 
High and elate within their halls. 

RiE. Ton wretch 
Was not even missed. Poor slave, he shall be cared for. 
Now, for the last time — Simple child, in, in ! 
Lay all thy cares to rest. In, in, my child ! 
Bless thee, my Claudia ! my fair Claudia ! IPuts her gently 

off7\ Now 
For Rome and Freedom. \Exeunt. 



END OF ACT I. 
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ACTIL 

SCENE I. 

A Hall in the Colonna Palace. 

Enter Colonna, Caparello, Lady Colonna and Nobles, 

Col. Wliat, Martin Ursini our senator ! 
An Ursini, and of that hated race 
The most abhorred, the worst. He chief of Rome ! 
Sick, too. Tush! tush! 

Cap. The tale is rife, Colonna ; 
And, as I passed his palace, glancing lights 
And sudden shouts and merry music spake 
The high and liberal feasting which foreruns 
Expected triumph. 

Col. Martin Ursini 
Head of the state ! and the Colonna fallen 
Beneath their rival's feet ! His wanton vassals. 
The meanest horseboys of his train, will spurn 
My belted knights. Cousin, we must away 
To Palestrina, and array in force 
Our mwi at arms : they will be needed. 

LadyC. Fie! 
These brawls match ill with thy white hairs. 
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Col. Qood wife, 
Wouldst have me turn a craven in mine age, 
A by-word to mine enemies ? 

Lady C. Art thou not 
Stephen Colonna, of that greatest name 
The greatest ? Which of these proud Ursini 
May match with thee in fame ? But thy old wreaths 
Were won in nobler fields. These private feuds 
Are grown a crying evil. 

Enter Savxlli. 

Count Savelli ! 

Sav. a fair good evening, noble dame. Colonna, 
Hear'st thou the news P 

Col. Of Martin Ursini ? 

Sav. Nay, that were common, stale, and trivial. See, 
I bring ye tidings of rebellion, sirs ; 
High tidings ! stirring tidings ! prompt rebellion ! 
Headed— I pr*ythee guess. 

Cap. Rare food for mirth, 
If we may judge by look and tone. The wives 
Of Rome revolted ; or the husbands risen 
Against their gentle dames. 

Sav. 'Tis a brief summons, 
Fiery, but scholarly, stem, bold, and plain, — 
Calling the citizens to meet to-night 
And win their freedom. Such a scroll as this 
Is fixed in every street. 

Cap. How signed ? 

Sav. Guess, guess ! 
There lies the mirth : ye'll never guess — ^read here. 

[Shomng a scroll. 

Cap. What, Cola di Rienzi ! honest Cola, 
Who saves Colonna here a jester's chaise. 
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A fool without the bells. Honest Eienzi ! 
*Tis a device of the black XJrsini. 

Col. Likelier some freak of Cola's. He hath turned 
A bitter knave of late, and lost his mirth. 
And mutters riddling warnings and wild tales 
Of the great days of heathen Ex)me ; and prates 
Of peace, and liberty, and equal law, 
And mild philosophy, to us the knights 
And warriors of this warlike age, who rule 
By the bright law of arms. The fool's grown wise — 
A grievous change. 

Lady C. I ever thought him so : 
A sad wise man^ of daring eye, and free. 
Yet mystic speech. When ye have laughed, I still 
Have shuddered, for his darkling words oft fell 
Like oracles, answering with dim response 
To my unspoken thoughts, so that my spirit. 
Albeit unused to womanish fear, hath quaU'd 
To hear his voice's deep vibration. Watch him ! 
Be sure, he is ambitious. Watch him, lords : 
He hath o'erleapt the barrier, poverty ; 
Hath conquered his mean parentage ; hath domb 
To decent station, to high lettered fame ; 
The pontiff's notary ; the honoured friend 
Of Petrarch. Watch him well. 

Col. Tush! tush! Bienzi, 
Cola Bienzi, honest Cola, rise 
'Grainst us ! lair wife, I deemed thee wiser. They 
Who plot are silent. Would we were as sure 
Of Martin XJrsini ! What says Avignon? 
The holy father hath not joined the faction ? 

Enter EiEiizi, behind, unseen. 
Say. I know not ; but the cardinals, his uncles. 
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Are powerful with Pope Clement. 

Col. All the race. 
Churchmen or laic, old or young, have craft 
Veined in their stony hearts, the master-streak 
Of that cold marble. Of the cardinals, 
Gkietano is a soldier-priest, but wary. 
And politic as valiant ; Annibal, 
A meek soffc-spoken monk, who, crawling, climbs 
Ambition's loftiest ladder. Of the nephews-^ 

BiE. [Advancing.'] Despatch them at a stroke, — say 
they're thy foes. 

Sa.v. Why, Master Cola — 

Bib. Say they are thy foes. 

Sav. Art thou their friend P I have heard talk of wrongs 
Thou hast suffered from the Ursini. 

Kje. Ay, ay, 
A trifle of a life, a foolish brother 
Killed in a midnight brawl. Your privilege, 
Your feudal privilege ! ye slay our brethren. 
And we — ^we kiss the sword. This Martin Ursini — 

Col. What of the knavish ruffian? 

RiE. Mend thy phrase — 
Shall ne'er be senator, — ^yet mend thy phrase ; 
Bespeak him fair ; ye may be friends. 

Col. Priends? 

BxE. Ay; 
A day will come, when I shall see ye joined 
In a close league. 

CoL. Joined! by what tie P 

Bib. By hatred. 
By danger, the two hands that tightest grasp 
Each other, the two cords that soonest knit 
A fast and stubborn tie : your true-love-knot 
Is nothing to it. Faugh ! the supple touch 
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Of pHant interest, or the dust of time. 
Or the pin-point of temper, loose, or rot, 
Or snap love's silken band. Eear and old hate. 
They are sure weavers, they work for the storm, 
The whirlwind, and the rocking surge ; their knot 
Endures till death. Ye wiU be friends, I tell thee. 
Ere yon inconstant moon hath waxed and waned. 
Ye will be friends. Yet Martin Ursini 
Shall ne'er be senator. 

Sav. Why, master prophet. 
Men say thou shalt be senator, or king. 
Or emperor. Hast read the scroll? when goest thou 
To head thy rebel band? See ! see I \Qive% the scroll. 

Bib. [Beading^ '' At midnight — " 
WeH I come here to while away the time 
Till that dread hour—" Upon the Capitol^-- 
Look that ye set forth scouts and men at arms 
To seize the chiefs, and chase the multitude, 
Like sheep before the dogs. Ye were best send 
To man the castle walls, and triply guard — 
"Who is the captain of the watch ? 

Sav. Alberti. 

BxE. Ha, mine old friend ! I counsel ye, my lords. 
Seize me, and crush this great rebellion ; me. 
Cola Bienzi, honest Cola ! Laugh ye ? 
An honest man hath played the rogue, ere now — 
Witness this scroll. 

Col. a scurvy jest ! 

BiE. A jest! 
Call it a jest, and 'tis a mockery 
Of all that, in this worn-out world, survives 
Of great and glorious, the eternal power 
Lodged in the will of man, the hallowed names 
Of freedom and of country ! — ^If a truth- 
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Lady C. What, if a trath? 

RiE. Then ^Where is Angelo, 

Thy goodly son. Madonna P 

Col. Dost tiiou seek 
A fall-fledged gallant, and so gaily plumed. 
Here, in his parent nest P K thon wonldst meet 
The rover, go where mandolines are heard. 
Beneath coy beauty's lattice. Count Savelli 
Hath a fair daughter. 

Cap. I have heard him praise 
Bianca Ursini. 

Col. An Ursini! 

Lady C. Calm thee, Colonna. Rest thee sure thy son 
Will never stain thy honour'd name— will never 
Forget his proud obedience. 

RiE. Sa/st thou so ? 

Lady C. With a glad certainty. 

RiE. Look to him, then ; 
Yet, watch him as ye may, against your will 
He shall espouse the fairest maid in Rome ; 
The fairest and the greatest. 

Sav. And as good 
As she is great, and innocent as fair P 

RiE. Even to the crowning of a poefs dream 
Gentle, and beautiful, and good. — ^Yet, mark me — 
Against thy will ! I said against thy will ! [EMi. 

Lady C. Hear'st thou P [Calling after Rienzi.] He's 
gone! 

Sav. Dear lady, think no more 
Of this wild prophecy. 

Lady C. Nay, I am sure 
Of Angelo. Why dost thou seek thy sword P 
Thou goest not forth so late, good husband P 

Col. Yes: 
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The night is fair, — ^I shall take horse at once 
For Palestrina; thence to Ayignon. 
We'll bide some struggle with these XJrsini 
Will ye ride with me, kinsmen ? 

Cap. Joyfully. 

Lady C. I'll wait ye to the court.— Yet, once again. 
Beware Eienzi ! lEspeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Be/ore the Gates of the Capitol^The stage darkened. 

Albeeti, Paolo, Citizens, ^e. Crowd in the background. 

FiKST CiT. This is the chosen spot. A brave assem- 
blage! 

Second Cit. Why, yes. No marvel that Eienzi struck 
So bold a blow. I had heard shrewd reports 
Of heats, and discontents, and gathering bands. 
But never dream'd of Cola. 

Pag. 'TIS the spot ! 
Where loiters he ? The night wears on apace. 

Alb. It is not yet the hour. 

FiBST Cit. Who speaks P 

AnothbbCit. Alberti, 
The captain of the guard; he, and his soldiers. 
Have joined our faction. 

Alb. Comrades, we shall gain 
An easy victory. The XJrsini, 
Drunk with false hope and brute debauch, feast high 
Within their palace. Never wore emprise 
A fairer face. 

Pag. And yet the summer heaven. 
Sky, moon, and stars, are overcast. The saints 
Send that this darkness- 
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Enter Rmszi Jrom the back, 

RiE. [Advancing to theJront,'\ Darkness ! did ye never 
Watch the dark glooming of the thnnder-cloud, 
Ere the storm burst ? We'll light this darkness, sir. 
With the brave flash of spear and sword. 

All the Citizens shout. Bienzi ! 
Live, brave Rienzi ! honest Cola ! 

RiE. Friends ! 

Citizens. Long live Rienzi ! 

Alb. Listen to him. 

RiE. Friends, 
I come not here to talk. Te know too well 
The story of our thraldom. We are slaves ! 
The bright sun rises to his course, and lights 
A race of slaves ! He sets, and his last beam 
Falls on a slave : not such as, swept along 
By the full tide of power, the conqueror leads 
To crimson glory and undying fame ; 
But base ignoble slaves, slaves to a horde 
Of petty tyrants, feudal despots, lords 
Rich in some dozen paltry villages, 
Strong in some hundred spearmen, only great 
Li that strange spell, a name. Each hour, dark fraud, 
Or open rapine, or protected murder. 
Cry out against them. But this very day. 
An honest man, my neighbour. [Pointing to Paolo.] There 

he stands, — 
Was struck, struck like a dog, by one who wore 
The badge of XJrsini, because, forsooth. 
He tossed not high his ready cap in air. 
Nor lifted up his voice in servile shouts. 
At sight of that great ruffian. Be we men. 
And suffer such dishonour F Men, and wash not 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCENE n.] MENZI. 25 

The stain away in blood ? Such shames are common : 

I have known deeper wrongs. I that speak to ye, 

I had a brother once, a gracious boy. 

Full of all gentleness, of calmest hope, 

Of sweet and quiet joy. There was the look 

Of heaven upon his face, which limners give 

To the beloved disciple. How I loved 

That gracious boy ! Younger by fifteen years, 

Brother at once and son ! He left my side ; 

A summer bloom on his fair cheeks, a smile 

Parting his innocent lips. In one short hour 

The pretty harmless boy was slain ! I saw 

The corse, the mangled corse, and when I cried 

For vengeance — ^Rouse, ye Romans ! Rouse, ye slaves ! 

Have ye brave sons ? Look ia the next fierce brawl 

To see them die. Have ye fair daughters ? Look 

To see them live, torn from your arms, distained. 

Dishonoured ; and, if ye dare call for justice. 

Be answered by the lash. Yet, this is Rome, 

That sate on her seven hills, and from her throne 

Of beauty ruled the world ! Yet, we are Romans ! 

Why, in that elder day, to be a Roman 

Was greater than a king ! And once again, — 

Hear me, ye walls, that echoed to the tread 

Of either Brutus !— once again, I swear, 

The eternal city shall be free ; her sons 

Shall walk with princes. Ere to-morrow's dawn. 

The tyrants — 

First Cit. Hush ! Who passes there P 

[Citizens retire back. 

Alb. a foe, 
By his proud bearing. Seize him. 

RiE. As I deem, 
'Tis Angelo Colonna. Touch him not, — 

VOL. I. C 
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I would hold parley with him. Good Alberti, 

The hour is nigh. Away ! [Exit Alberti. 

Enter Angelo Colonna. 

Now, sir ! [To Angelo. 

Ang. What be ye. 
That thus in stem and watchful mystery 
Cluster beneath the veil of night, and start 
To hear a stranger's foot ? 

RiE. Romans. 

Ang. And wherefore 
Meet ye, my countrymen P 

RiE. For freedom. 

Ang. Surely, 
Thou art Cola di Rienzi ? 

Rib. Ay, the voice. 
The traitor voice. 

Ang. I knew thee by the words. 
Who, save thyself, in this bad age, when man 
Lies prostrate like yon temple, dared conjoin 
The sounds of Rome and freedom P 

RiE. I shall teach 
The world to blend those words, as in the days 
Before the Csesars. Thou shalt be the first 
To hail the union. I have seen thee hang 
On tales of the world's mistress, till thine eyes 
Flooded with strong emotion, have let fall 
Big tear-drops on thy cheeks, and thy young hand 
Hath clenched thy maiden sword. Unsheath it now. 
Now, at thy country's call ! What, dost thou pause P 
Is the flame quenched P Dost falter P Hence with thee. 
Pass on ! pass while thou may ! 

Ang. Hear me, Rienzi. 
Even now my spirit leaps up at the thought 
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Of those brave storied days, a treasury 

Of matchless, visions, bright and glorified. 

Paling the dim lights of this dartbng worid 

With the golden blaze of heaven; but past and gone, 

As clouds of yesterday, as last night's dream. 

RiE. A dream ! Dost see yon phalanx, still and 
stem. 
An hundred leaders, each with such a band. 
So armed, so resolute, so fixed in will. 
Wait with suppressed impatience till they hear 
The great bell of the Capitol, to spring 
At once on their proud foes. Join them. 

Ang. My father ! 

EiE. Already he hath quitted Rome. 

Ang. My kinsmen ! 

Rib. We are too strong for contest. Thou shalt see 
No other change within our peaceful streets 
Than that of slaves to freemen. Such a change 
As is the silent step from night to day, 
From darkness into light. We talk too long. 

Ang. Yet reason with them ; warn them. 

Rib. And their answer, 
Will be the gaol, the gibbet, or the axe. 
The keen retort of power. Why, I have reasoned ; 
And, but that I am held, amongst your great ones. 
Half madman and half fool, these bones of mine 
Had whitened on yon wall. Warn them ! They met 
At every step dark warnings. The pure air. 
Where'er they passed, was heavy with the weight 
Of sullen silence ; friend met friend, nor smiled. 
Till the last footfall of the tyrant's steed 
Had died upon the ear ; and low and hoarse 
Hatred came murmuring like the deep voice 
Of the wind before the tempest. Sir, the boys, 

c 2 
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The unfledged boys, march at their mother's hest. 

Beside their grandsires ; even the girls of Borne, 

The gentle and the delicate, array 

Their lovers in this cause. I have one yonder, 

Claudia Bienzi, — ^thou hast seen the maid — 

A silly trembler, a slight fragile toy. 

As ever nursed a dove, or reared a flower, — 

Yet she, even she, is pledged — 

Ang. To whom ? to whom ? 

RiE. To Liberty. Was never virgin vowed 
In the fair temple over-right our house 
To serve the goddess, Vesta^ as my child 
Is dedicate to Freedom. A king's son 
Might kneel in vain for Claudia. None shall wed her. 
Save a true champion of the cause. 

Ang. Fll join ye : [Gives his hand to Bienzi. 

How shall I swear ? 

Bee. [To the People.'] Friends, comrades, countrymen ! 
I bring unhoped-for aid. Young Angelo, 
The immediate heir of the Colonna, craves 
To join your band. 

All the Citizens shout — ^He's welcome ! 

[Coming forward, 

Ang. Hear me swear 
By Bome — ^by freedom — ^by Bienzi ! Comrades, 
How have you titled your deliverer ? consul, 
Dictator, emperor? 

The People shout — Consul ! Emperor ! &c. &c. 

BiE. No: 
Those names have been so often steeped in blood. 
So shamed by folly, so profaned by sin. 
The sound seems ominous, — ^I'll none of them. 
Call me the Tribune of the People : there 
My honouring duty lies. 
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{.The Citizens *A(w/— Hail to our Tribune ! The hell sounds 
thrice ; shouts again; and a military band is heard 
plapng a march without. 
Ha! the bell, the beU! 
The knell of tyranny, the mighty voice. 
That, to the city and the plam, to earth. 
And listening heaven, proclaims the glorious tale 
Of Eome re-bom, and Freedom. See, the clouds 
Are swept away, and the moon's boat of light 
Sails in the clear blue sky, and million stars 
Look out on us, and smile. 

[The gate of the Capitol opens, and Albebti and Soldiers, 
join the People, and lay the keys at BiENZi's^/. 
Hark ! that great voice 

Hath broke our bondage. Look, without a stroke 
The Capitol is won, the gates unfold, 
The keys are at our feet. Alberti, friend, 
How shall I pay thy service P Citizens ! 
First to possess the palace citadel. 
The famous strength of Kome ; then to sweep on. 
Triumphant, through her streets. 

\As BxBNZi and the People are entering the Capitol, he 
pauses. 
Oh, glorious wreck 

Of gods and Caesars ! Thou shalt reign again. 
Queen of the world; and I — Come on, come on. 
My people ! 

Citizens. Live Bienzi— live our Tribune ! 

[Exeunt through the gates into the Capitol. 



END OF ACT H. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

The Outside of a Court of Justice, a Crowd round the Gates — 
Persons descending the Steps from time to time. 

Enter Paolo and the Fikst Citizen, meeting the Second 
Citizen, who advances to them from the Steps. 

Pao. [To the Second Cit.'] How goes the trial ? 

Second Cit. Bravely. 

Pao. [To the First Cit. in front.'] A fair day. 
Good neighbour, thou'rt a stranger. 

PiBST CiT. I have been 
Away from Rome, good Paolo, since the day 
Of our deliverance, when Eienzi punished 
A servant of the Ursini, for striking 
Thy bonnet from thy head. 

Pao. And now thou find'st 
This same Rienzi in a way to punish 
The master. 

FiBST Cit. Martin Ursini ? 

Pao. The Tribune 
Now sits in judgment on him. 

First Cit. Wherefore? 
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Second Cit. Sir, 
For a breach of the new law, the mighty plunder 
Of a vast wreck, an argosy, a booty 
To tempt an emperor. 

First Cit. Martin Ursini ! 
Almost our senator ! The fearful head 
Of the fearfullest name of Home. 

Pag. Ay, he is like — 

^To at. passing fiofii the Hall. 
How goes the trial ? 

Third Cit. Well. [Crosses, and exit 

Pag. Is like to swing 
From a gibbet in the Forum. 

FiKST Cit. Will he dare ? 

Second Cit. Dare ! why thou saVst his spirit ; now his 
power 
Matches his will ; and never lineal prince 
Sate firmer on his throne, or lightlier swayed 
The reins of empire. He hath swept away 
/The oppressors and extortioners, hath gained 
I Kingly allies, hath reconciled the pope. 
Hath quelled the barons. 

FiBST Cit. Ay, I rode to Rome 
With a follower of Colonna. Angelo 
Hath won his father to submission. 

[Shouts toithin the court — Persons come rapidly out. 

Pag. [To a Citizen, passing,"] Hark ! 
The prisoner is condemned ? 

Fourth Cit. He is. Rienzi 
Heard him with a grave patience ; almost leaning 
To mercy. But the fact was flagrant. 

[Persons passing fiom the Court of Justice over the Stage. 

FiEST Cit. Hark ! 
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Another shout. Where go ye ? 

Fifth Cit. To the Forum, 
To wait the execution. 

Enter Reenzi, attended; and followed by Uesini, Frangi- 
PANi, and other NobleS' 

Second Cit. Ha, the Tribune ! 
And the great prisoner's kindred ! 

Citizens. Live Bienzi ! 
Live our just Tribune ! 

[All shout when Eebnzi w in the front, 

Ubs. Good my lord, beseech thee-^ 

RiE. Ye plead in vam. 

Ubs. Yet hear me. — ^Force me not 
To appeal against thy sentence. 

Rib. Ay! To whom? 
There stand my judges, lords, and yours : the people. 
The free and honest people ! Seek of them 
If I hold even the scales of justice. 

Citizens. Live 
Our Tribune ! our just Tribune ! 

[Shout—Exit RiENZi with Citizens. 

Fba. Follow not, 
But seek Lord Angelo : he hath a power 
Over this haughty despot. 

XJrs. Gods ! what tyranny 
Men will endure in freedom's name. Yes, yes ! 
Lord Angelo ! my foeman though he be. 
His old hereditary pride will rise 
Against this churl's base purpose. If his power — 

Fba. The daughter ! Claudia ! Quick to .seek Colonna ; 
The Tribune holds his court at noon. Quick ! Quick ! 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 

An Apartment in the Capitol. 

Enter Claudia, Bebta, Tebesa, and BoajL.^-All but 
Claudia embroidering, 8fc, 

Teb. Sweet lady, why so sad P 

Cla. I know not. 

Bee. Try 
Ton emerald carkanet, or let me braid 
These pearls in thy long tresses. 

Teb. She affects not 
Such glittering baubles ; rather sing to her 
One of thy songs from the cold north. 

Rosa. Shall Berta 
Sing to thee, lady. 

Cla. Yes, I care not. {Qoei to the couch, and sits. 

Tee. Sing. 

SONG.— Berta. 

The red rose is queen of the garden-bower. 

That glows in the sun at noon ; 
And the lady lily's the fairest flower 

That swings her white bells in the breeze of June ; 
But they who come 'mid frost and flood. 

Peeping from bank, or root of tree. 
The primrose and the violet-bud, — 

They are the dearest flowers to me. 

The nightingale's is the sweetest song 

That ever the rose hath heard ; 
And when the lark sings, the white clouds among. 

The lily looks up to the heavenly bird : 

c 3 
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But the robin, with its eye of jet, 

Who pipes from the bare boughs merrily 
To the primrose pale and the violet, — 

His is the dearest song to me. 

Tee. Didst like the strain ? 

Cla. There's a deep wisdom in it : 
The lowly blossom, and the wintry friend. 
They are the dearest. I'm set i' the sun 
To wither. 

EosA. She is sad again. Wouldst hear 
A merry story, lady P Or a tale 
Of murder to divert thee ? 

Ber. Or a legend 
Fresh from the Holy Land P 

Enter Rienzi. 

Tee. The Tribune ! [Claudia rises hastily. 

RiE. Leave us. [The Ladies rise and go out. 

Claudia — nay, start not ! Thou art sad to-day 
I found thee sitting idly, 'midst thy maids 
A pretty, laughing, restless band, who plied 
Quick tongue and nimble finger, mute and pale 
As marble ; those unseeing eyes were fixed 
On vacant air ; and that fair brow was bent 
As sternly as if the rude stranger. Thought, 
Age-giving, mirth-destroying, pitiless Thought, 
Had knocked at thy young giddy brain. 

Cla. Nay, father. 
Mock not thine own poor Claudia. 

BiE. Claudia used 
To bear a merry heart, with that clear voice, 
Prattling; and that light busy foot, astir 
Li her small housewifery, the bUthest bee 
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That ever wrought in hive. 

Cla. Oh ! mine old home ! 

RiE. What ails thee, lady-bird ? 

Cla. Mine own dear home ! 
Father, I love not this new state ; these halls. 
Where comfort dies in vastness ; these trim maids, 
Whose service wearies me. Oh ! mine old home ! 
My quiet, pleasant chamber, with the myrtle 
Woven round the casement ; and the cedar by, 
Shading the sun ; my garden overgrown 
With flowers and herbs, thick-set as grass in fields ; 
My pretty snow-white doves; my kindest nurse; 
And old CamUlo. — Oh ! mine own dear home 1 

EiE. Why, simple child, thou hast thine old fond nurse, 
And good Camillo, and shalt have thy doves. 
Thy myrtles, flowers, and cedars ; a whole province 
Laid in a garden, an' thou wilt. My Claudia, 
Hast thou not learnt thy power ? Ask orient gems. 
Diamonds and sapphires, in rich caskets, wrought 
By cunning goldsmiths ; sigh for rarest birds. 
Of farthest Ind, like winged flowers, to flit 
Around thy stately bower ; and, at a wish. 
The precious toys shall wait thee. Old Camillo ! 
Thou shalt have nobler servants, emperors, kings. 
Electors, princes ! not a bachelor 
In Christendom but would right proudly kneel 
To my fair daughter. 

Cla. Oh ! mine own dear home ! 

RiE. Wilt have a list to choose from ? Listen, sweet ! 
If the tall cedar, and the brancjjj;, myrtle, \ 

And the white doves, were tell-tales, I would ask them 
Whose was the shadow on the sunny wall ? 
And if, at eventide, they heard not oft 
A tuneful mandoline, and then a voice, 
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Clear in its manly depth, whose tide of song 
Cerwhelmed the qnivering instrument ; and then 
A world of whispers, mixed with low response. 
Sweet, short, and broken, as divided strains 
Of nightingales. 

Cla. Oh, father ! father ! 

Bib. Well! 
Dost love him, Claudia P 

Cla. Father! 

BiE. Dost thou love 
Young Angelo ? Yes ? Saidst thou yes ? That heart. 
That throbbing heart of thine, keeps such a coil, 
I cannot hear thy words. He is returned 
To Bx)me ; he left thee on mine errand, dear one : 
And now — ^Is there no casement myrtle-wreathed. 
No cedar in our courts, to shade to-night 
The lover's song ? 

Cla. Oh, father I father I 

Bib. Now, 
Back to thy maidens, with a lightened heart. 
Mine own beloved child. Thou shalt be first 
In Rome, as thou art fairest ; never princess 
Brought to the proud Colonna such a dower 
As thou. Young Angelo hath chosen his mate 
From out an eagle's nest. 

Cla. Alas! alas! 
I tremble at the height. Whene'er I think 
Of the hot barons, of the fickle people 
And the inconstancy of power, I tremble 
For thee, dear father. 

Bee. Tremble ! Let them tremble. 
I am their master, Claudia ! whom they scorned. 
Endured, protected. — Sweet, go dream of love ! — 
I am their master, Claudia. [E:t;eunt. 
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SCENE m. 

A Magnificent Rail in the Capitol, 

Enter Cou)HVA^ Ubsini, Fbangipahi, Capabjbllo, the 
Nuncio, an Ambassador, Nobles, ^c. 

Col. Gibbet aad cord I a base plebeian death ! 
And he the head of the great Roman name. 
That rivalled the Colonna ! Ursini, 
Thy brother shall not die. The grief is thine, 
The shame is general. How say ye, barons ? 

Ubs. If ye resist, ye share his doom. Plead ! plead ! 
Assemble with the tyrant, — stifle hate. 
And master scorn, as I have done. Plead for him. 

Col. To Cola! Can I frame my speech to sue 
To Cola, most familiar of the drones 
That thronged my hall of afternoons, content 
To sit below the salt, and bear all jests. 
The retinae and pest of greatness. Sue 
To Cola! 

Ues. Fear not, but revenge will come. 
We being friends, from whose dissension sprang 
The usurper's strength. An hour will come. 

Enter Angelo. 

Lord Angelo, 

Thou wHt not fail us. 

Ang. Surely, no ! 'Tis stem {Goes wp to UasiNi. 

Revengeful, cruel, pitiless ! The people. 
To soothe the fickle people ! Yet he's wiser ; 
He'll be persuaded. 

Era.. He approaches. \Music mthout. 
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Col. What! 
Ushered with music as a king. 

Enter Eienzi, attended. 

EiE. Why, this 
Is well, my lords, this full assemblage. Now 
The chief of Rome stands fitly girt with names 
Strong as their towers aronnd him. Fall not off. 
And we shall be impregnable. [Advancing up the Room. 

Lord Nuncio, 

I should have ask'd thy blessing. I have sent 
Our missives to the pontiff. Count SaveUi, — 
My lord ambassador, I crave your pardon, 
What news from Venice, the sea-queen? Savelli, 
I have a little maiden who must know 
Thy fairest daughter. Angelo ! Colonna ! 
A double welcome ! Rome lacked half her state 
Wanting her princely Columns. 

Col. Sir, I come 
A suitor to thee. Martin Ursini — 

RiE. When last his name was on thy lips — ^Well, sir, 
Thy suit, thy suit ! If pardon, take at once 
My answer — ^No. 

Ang. Yet, mercy— 

RiE. Angelo, 
Waste not thy pleadings on a desperate cause 
And a resolved spirit. She awaits thee. 
Haste to that fairer court. [Exit Angelo. 

My Lord Colonna, 
This is a needful justice. 

CoL. Noble Tribune, 
It is a crime which custom — 

Rnj. Ay, the law 
Of the strong against the weak— your law, the law 
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Of the sword and spear. But, gentles, ye live now 
"Under the good estate. 

Sav. He is noble. 

EiE. Therefore, 
A thousand times he dies. Ye are noble, sirs, 
And need a warning. 

Col. Sick, almost to death. 

RtB. Ye have less cause to grieve. 

Era. New-wedded. 

RiE. Ay, 
Madonna Laura is a blooming dame, 
And will become her weeds. 

Cap. Remember, Tribune, 
He hath two uncles, cardinals. Wouldst outrage 
The sacred college P 

RiE. The lord cardinals. 
Meek, pious, lowly men, and loving virtue, 
WOl render thanks to him who wipes a blot 
So flagrant from their name. 

Col. An XJrsini ! 
Head of the Ursini ! 

Urs. Mine only brother ! [^Crossing to Rienzi. 

RiE. And dar'st thou talk to me of brothers ? Thou, 
Whose groom — ^Wouldst have me break my own just laws, 
To save thy brother P Thine ! Hast thou forgotten 
When that most beautiful and blameless boy. 
The prettiest piece of innocence that ever 
Breath'd in this sinful world, lay at thy feet. 
Slain by thy pampered minion, and I knelt 
Before thee for redress, whilst thou — ^Didst never 
Hear talk of retribution? This is justice. 
Pure justice, not revenge ! — Mark well, my lords, — 
Pure equal justice. Martin Ursini 
Had open trial, is guilty, is condemned, 
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And he shall die. 

Col. Yet listen to us — 

Rib. Lords, 
If ye could range before me all the peers, 
Prelates, and potentates of Christendom, 
The holy pontiff kneeling at my knee. 
And emperors crouching at my feet, to sue 
For this great robber, still I should be blind 
As justice. But this very day a wife. 
One infant hanging at her breast, and two. 
Scarce bigger, first-bom twins of misery. 
Clinging to the poor rags that scarcely hid 
Her squalid form, grasped at my bridle-rein 
To beg her husband's Hfe, condemned to die 
For soDde vile petty theft, some paltry scudi : 
And, whilst the fiery war-horse chafd and reared. 
Shaking his crest, and plunging to get free,- 
There, midst the dangerous coil, unmoVd, she stood, 
Pleading in broken words, and piercing shrieks. 
And hoarse low shivering sobs, the very cry 
Of nature ! And, when I at last said No— 
For I said No to her — she flung herself 
And those poor innocent babes between the stones 
And my hot Arab's hoofs. We sav'd them all. 
Thank Heaven, we saved them all ! but I said No 
To that sad woman, midst her shrieks. Ye dare not 
Ask me for mercy now. 

Sav. Yet he is noble I 
Let him not die a felon's death. 

BiE. Again! 
Ye weary me. No more of this. Colonna, 
Thy son loves my fair daughter. 'Tis an union, 
However my young Claudia might have graced 
A monarch's side, that augurs hopefully. 
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Bliss to the wedded pair, and peace to Rome, 
And it sliall be accomplished. Good, my lords, 
I bid ye to the bridal; one and all, 
T bid ye to the bridal feast. And now 
A fair good morrow ! 

[Exit EiENzi, attended hy Nuncio^ Ambassador^ and other 
Lordsy 8fc» 

Sav. Hath stem destiny 
Clothed him in this man's shape, that, in a breath. 
He deals ont death and marriage ? Ursini ! 
Colonna ! be ye stunned ? 

Col. ril follow him I 
Tyrant ! usurper ! base-bom churl ! to deem 
That son of mine — 

Uks. Submit, as I have done. 
For vengeance. From our grief and shame shall spring 
A second retribution ; and this banquet. 
This nuptial banquet, this triumphal hour. 
Shall be the very scene of our revenge ! 
I may not loiter here. The fatal moment 
Of our disgrace is nigh. Ere evening close, 
I'll seek thee at thy paUwje. Seem to yield. 
And victory is sure. 

Col. I'll take thy counseL \Exeunt, 



END or ACT III. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

A Kail in the Ca/pitol. — The Tribunes Crimson Chair ^ elevated 
on two Steps — a splendid Banquet, Lords and Ladies seated 
round the Tables^ 

Enter Savelli, Fbaijgipani, and Cafaeello, who advance 
to the front — Camillo and other Attendants in the Back- 
ground, 

Sav. He bears him like a prince, save that he lacks 
The port serene of majesty. His mood 
Is fitful; stately now, and sad; anon, 
Full of a hurried mirth ; courteous awhile, 
And mild ; then bursting, on a sudden, forth. 
Into sharp biting taunts. 

Fba. And at the altar. 
When he first found the proud and angry mother 
Refused to grace the nuptials, even the Nuncio 
Quailed at his fiery threats. 

Cap. I saw Colonna 
Gnawing his lip for wrath. 
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Sav: Why, this new power 
Monnts to the brain like wine. For such disease. 
Your skilM leech lets blood. 

Fba. Suspects he aught 
Of our design? we hunt a subtle quarry. 

Sav. But with a wilier huntsman. 

Enter Uksini. 
Ursini, 

Hath every point been guarded P be the masquers 
Valiant and strongly armed? have ye ta'en order 
To close the gates, to seize his train, to cut 
The cordage of the bell, that none may summon 
The people to his rescue ? 

Uiis. All is cared for. 
And vengeance certain. Before set of sun, 
"We shall be masters of ourselves, of Rome, 
And Rome's proud ruler. This quaint masque of ours — 

Cap. What is the watchword ? 

Ues. Death. 

Fea. Peace, peace — ^he comes ! 

[Fbangipani, Catabjillo, and Savelli retire up the stage. 

Enter Angelo, Claudia, and Ladies, As Angelo leads in 
Claudia, followed hy two Ladies, all the visitors to the 
banquet rise, and curtsy to Claudia, who returns it, and 
remains conversing with the Ladies. 

Fra. No, 'tis the blooming bride. Young Angelo 
Hath no iU choice in beauty. 

Sav. 'Tis a maid 
Shy as a ringdove. See, how delicate. 
How gentle, yet how coy ! Poor pretty fool. 
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No harm must happen her. 

Ubs. None, none. [Angelo advances to them. 

Cap. [To Angelo.] Good kinsman, 
I would not have thee hear Savelli speak 
Of thy fair bride. 

Ang. Ah! doth he praise her P Lords, 
Beseech ye sit. [Lords and Ladies sit down."] Savelli, I 

would fain 
Make of thy daughter and my blushing wife 
A pair of lovely friends. Look where they stand. 
The fEurest two in Eome. 

Fba. The Tribune comes. 

Enter Rienzi and Colonna. 

RiE. Where lags our hostess? Take thy state, fair 
bride — 
Thy one da/s queenship. See, the nuptial wreath 
Sits crown-like on thy brow ; thy nuptial robe 
Flows royally. Come, come, be gracious ! Bid 
A smiling welcome to the subject world. 
Nay, never blush nor hang thy head; remember 
Thou art a Colonna. Wouldst thou be the first 
Of that proud name to ape the peasant's virtue. 
Humility? Fie! ^q\ 

Col. Sir, the Colonna — 

Ang. Nay, good my father, sure to-day our name 
Hath cause of pride. 

Col, Heaven grant it prove so ! 

Sav. Lady, 
Thou art silent still. 

Ang. Shall I speak for thee, love ? 
Oh, weak and ineffectual were my words. 
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Matched with thy burning blush, thy quivering smile. 
Thy conscious silence, Claudia ! — Gentle friends. 
Ye are nobly welcome. 

BxB. This is well, fair son ! 
Yet we lack mirth. Have ye no masque astir ? 
No dance, no music, no quaint mystery. 
To drive away the spectre. Thought ? A bridal 
Is but a gilt and painted funeral 
To the fond father who hath yielded up 
His one sweet child. Claudia, thy love, thy duty. 
Thy very name, is gone. Thou art another's ; 
Thou hast a master now ; and I have thrown 
My precious pearl away. Yet men who give 
A living daughter to the fickle will 
Of a capricious bridegroom, laugh— the madmen ! 
Laugh at the jocund bridal feast, and weep 
When the fair corse is laid in blessed rest. 
Deep, deep in mother earth. Oh, happier far. 
So to have lost my child ! 

CiA. Father! 

Ang. Thqu hast gained 
A son, not lost a daughter. 

RiE. Love her, Angelo ; 
Be kind to her as I have been; defend her. 
Cherish her, love her. 

Ang. More than life. 

[Hands Claudia to the throne, and sits by her. 

BxB. Bring mirth. 
Music, and dance, and song, and I will laugh, 
And chase away these images of death 
That float afore mine eyes. A song, a song I 

\Sits doum in the Chair of State. 

Sav. [To Ubsiki.] Thou shouldst have named the masque. 

Ubs. [To Satblu.] Better anon. 
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SONG. 

y^ Hail to the gentle bride ! the dove 

High nested in the column's crest ! 
Oh, welcome as the bird of love 
Who bore the olive-sign of rest I 
Cho. Hail to the bride ! 

Hail to the gentle bride ! the flower 
Whose garlands round the column twine ! 

Oh, fairer than the citron bower ! 
More fragrant than the blossom'd vine ! 
Cho. Hail to the bride ! 

Hail to the gentle bride ! the star 
Whose radiance o'er the column beams ! 

Oh, soft as moonlight, seen afar, 
A silver shine on trembling streams ! 
Cho, Hail to the bride I 

BiE. A pleasant strain ! 
[J. Citizen rushes from amongst the Attendants, and presents a 

paper to Rienzi.] 
What wouldst thou, friend P 

CiT. \_Gives a paper to Rienzi.] May it please thee 
To read this scroll, great Tribune. 

Ues. [To Colonna.] Can the daemon 
To whom his soul is pledged have ta'en this way 
To show our secret ? No, he smiles ! he smiles ! 
His hand shakes not ! — ^I breathe again. 

RiE. [To Citizen!] Fair sir. 
All thou hast asked is granted. [Exit Citizen. 

'Tis no day 

To frown on a petition. Mirth, my lords. 
Bring Mirth ! I brook no pause of revelry. 
Have ye no masque ? 
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Sav. ,[To Ubjsini.] He rushes in the toils ; 
Now weave the meshes round him. 

Ues. Sooth, my lord. 
We had plotted to surprise the gentle bride 
"With a slight dance, a toy, an antic. 

Rte. Ay, 
And when ? 

Urs. Soon as the bell tolled four, the masquers 
Were bid to enter. 

BxE. Pour ? And how attired ? 

Ues. Turban'd and rob'd, and with swart visages 
A troop of lusty Moors. 

BiE. Camillo, hark ! 
Admit these revellers — ^Mark me — 

[Gives orders in a low voice to Camillo, and also the paper 
which he has just received from the Citizen^ 

Ues. \AsideI\ Now, vengeance, thou art mine ! 

Ree. Wine — ^wiue ! \To an Attendant. 

Fill me a goblet high with sparkling wine ! 

\The Attendant fills a goblet, and presents it to Eienzi. 
Fill high, my noble guests. Claudia Rienzi 
And Angelo Colonna ! Bless'd be they 
And we in their faur union ! Doubly curs'd 
Whoe'er in wish or thought would loose that tie 
The bond of peace to Rome ! Drink, good my lords. 
Fill high the mantling wine, and in the bowl 
Be all unkindness buried ! 

Ues. Heartily 
We pledge you, noble Tribune. 

[All rise except Colonna. 

BiE. Why, Colonna! 
Brother! — [Colonna rises."] He startles at the word. He 
eyes 
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The cup as it were poisoned. Dost thou think 

We've drugged the draught ? I'll be thy taster. — ^Drink ! 

The wine is honest ! We're no traitors I 

Uks. Drink! 
I pr'ythee, drink ! 

Col. Health to the gentle bride ! [Drinks. 

Health to my children ! 

RiE. This is fatherly. 
Noble Colonna^ this is princely. iN ow. 
If any scorn thee, Claudia, say Colonna, 
Whose word is truth, hailed thee his child. [Rises. 

Cla. My lords 
And kinsmen all, if a poor simple maid. 
And yet Eienzi's daughter, so may dare 
To call ye, take my thanks. On every head 
Be every fair wish trebled ! Gentle friends — 

[Rises to go, attended hy Angelo, and followed by the 
Ladies, 

BxE. Wilt thou not wait the masque ? 

[Exeunt Claudia, Angelo, and Ladies. 
Thou wilt not.— Well ! 

We must carouse the deeper. Hark, Francesco ! 
Go bid the fountains, from their marble mouths. 
Pour the rich juice of the Sicilian grape, 
A flood of molten rubies, that our kind 
And drouthy fellow-citizens may chorus 
Hail to the gentle bride. I would fain bid 
Old Tiber flow with wine. Another cup 
To thee and thine, Colonna 1 Fill the bowl. 
Higher and higher ! Let the phantom, fear. 
And doubt, that haunts round princes, and suspicion. 
That broods a harpy o'er the banquet, flee 
Down to the uttermost depths of hell. A health 
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To thee and thine» Coloima ! 

JJbs. Of what doubt 
Speaia our great Tribune P 

EiE. A fit tale of mirth. 
To crown the goblet ! 

Unter the Masquers at different sides. 

Doubt ! Spake I of doubt ? 

Fear ! Said I fear P So fenced around by friends. 

Allies, and kinsmen, what have I to fear 

From treason or from traitors P Say yon band 

Were rebels, ye would guard me ! Call them murderers, 

Ye would avenge me ! 

Ub3. Ay, by death. 

EiE. And thou P 

Col. By death ! 

BxE. Seize the foul traitors. Ye have passed 

[^To the Masquers, who seize the Nobles, ^c. 
Your own jnst sentence. Yield, my masters, yield ! 
Your men are overpowered ; your masquers chained ; 
The courts are lined with guards, and at one stroke. 
One touch upon this bell, the strength of Rome, 
All that hath life within her walls, will rise 
To crush ye. Yield your swords. Do ye not shame 
To wear them P — ^Yield your swords. 

He-enter Angelo. 

Ang. Eienzi! 

[Then to one of the Oitards, who seizes Colonna. 
Villain! 

An thou but touch the Lord Colonna, ay. 
An thou but dare to lay thy ruffian hand 
Upon his garment — 

Eis. Seize his sword. 

VOL. I. 2) 
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Ang. Agami 
Art frenetic, BienziP 

BxE. Seek of them. 

An6. Father, in mercy, speak I ©ive me ^ Cftwwe ; 
And, though a legion hemmed thee in, thy son 
Should rescue thee. Speak but one word, dear father. 
Only one word ! Sure as I Hve, thou art guiltless.; 
Sure as the sun tracks his bright pat^ in heaven. 
Thy course is pure. Yet speak ! 

EiE. He is silent. 

Ang. SpeaL 

EiB. Doth not that silence answer thee P Look on them. 
Thou knoVst them, Angelo : — ^the bold SavelH, 
The Frangipani, and the Ursini, 
Ay, and the high CJolonna ; well thou knoWest 
Each proud and lofty visage. Mark them, now : 
They should be signed as Cain of old, fdr Guilt> 
Detected, baffled, murderous Ckiilt, hath set 
His bloody hand upon them. Son, tl^m shudderest ! 
Their tawny masquers should have ^ain me ; heore, 
Before my daughter's eyes ; here, at thy bridal; 
Here in my festive hour,-Mihe mutual ^mp 
Sparkling ; the mutual pledge half spoke ; the bread, ' 
Which we have broke 4;ogether, •oncoosumed 
Upon the board ; joyful, and full of wine ; 
Sinful and unconfessed ; so had I fallen; 
And so— The word was death ! Prom their own lips 
Came their own righteous sentence— Death ! 

Ang. Oh, mercy ! 
Mercy ! Thou liv'st. 'Twas but the intent— 

EiE. My death 
Were nothing ; but, through me, the traitois 'stntdc 
At peace, at liberty, at Rome, my country. 
Bright and regenerate, the world's mislaress once, 
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And doomed, like the old fabled bird, to rise 

Strong from her ashes. Did ye think the people 

Gould spare their Tribvne F Did je deem them weary 

Of equal justice; and mild law; and freedom 

As liberal as the air ; and mighty fame, 

A more resplendent sun F Sirs, I am guarded 

By the invisible shield of loye, which blunts 

The darts of treachery. I cannot die. 

Whilst Home commands me live. Fcm: ye, foul traitors, 

I pardon ye, and I despise ye. Go ! 

Ye are free. 

Aetg. [^To Bienzi,"] Oh, l^ianks, my father. 

Col. Said he thanks ? 
Chains, bring me chains ! such words from such a tongue 
Were slavery worse thau death ! Chains ! chains ! 

EiE. Ye are free. 

Col. Is the proud pillar of Colonna fialien. 
That base plebeian feet bestride its ^laft ? 
Is Ursini's strong bear muzzled and chained. 
That every cur— 

Say. Good cousin, pr'ythee peace ; 
The Tribune means ui faorly. 

BiE. Still ye are free. 
Yet mark me, signers : — ^Tame your rebel bloods ; 
Be fEuthfol subjects to the good estate ; 
Demolish your strong towers, which ovortop 
Our beautiful dty with barbarian pnde, 
Loosing fell rapine, discord, and revenge, 
From out th^ dens aocurs'd. Be quiet sul^ects. 
And ye shall find the 0tate a gentle mistress. 
Else— 

CoL. Doth he threaten? 

Ubs. Hush ! this is no time. 
An hour will come— 

D 2 
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BxB. What, do you mtitter, traitors ? 
Follow me instant to the Lateran. 
There, at the holy altar, with such rites 
As to profane were sin more damnable 
Than treason ever dared, to offer up 
Your vowed allegiance to freed Rome, to me. 
Her servant, minister, deliverer, me. 
Your master ! Ye are free ; but I will chain 
Your rebel souls with oaths. Follow me, sirs. 

\_Eapeunt. 

SCENE n. 

The CapitoUne Hill. 
Enter Uesiiti and Fbangipaio. 

Fea. Nay, XJrsini, why pluck me by the sleeve P 
Why steal from the procession P Why rewaken 
The tyrant^s anger P 

Urs. For revenge ! Ye are stunned. 
Bewildered, as men rousing from a dream, 
That know not where they stand. Dost thou not see 
Our great revenge is sure ? The tyrant walks 
Blinded by his vain-glory; confident 
In that straw fetter, an extorted oath; 
And we — ^Why are we not resolved P And be not 
Our bold retamers waiting armed in proof. 
Without the gates of Rome P What, if to-night — 

Fra. This very hour. Our tried and hardy band. 
Led by the chivalry of Rome, could carry 
The city at a charge ; and Rome herself 
Will rise against the madman. 

Ues. Here comes one 
Whose name were worth a host. Didst thou not mark. 
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How, sttmg by the sharp scorn Eienzi flung 
On proud Colonna, the young bridegroom broke 
From his new father's side ? 

Enter Akgelo. 

Ubs. LordAngelo, 
A truant from this pageant ? 

ksQ. As thou see'st. 

Ubs. Yet thy good father, our great Tribune — 

Ang. Sir, 
I am a son of the Colonna. 

Ubs. Ay, 
The heir of that most princely house ; and, sir. 
Fair though she be, a friend must frankly wish 
She owned another sire. 

Ang. No more ! no more ! 

Enter Sayelli and Cafabello. 

Ubs. How passed the ceremonial. Count ? Beseech thee. 
Tell us of these new rites. 

Sav. The noble train 
EoUed smoothly on. Eienzi led the band 
Bight royally, sceptred and robed, and backing 
A milk-white Arab, from whose eyeballs flashed 
Quick gleams of glittering Hght. Colonna held 
The bridle-rein. 

Ano. Stephen Colonna ! 

Sav. Ay— 
Thy father, sir. We meaner barons walked 
Behind, bareheaded, and with folded arms. 
As men doing penance to the holy shrine 
Of St. John Lateran. Then came a mummery 
Of oaths to that indefinite she, the State — 
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Republic, sir, is out of date— «iid then — 

Ca7. Ay, tell that impioiis outrage. 

Say. Then Bienzi, 
Stepping before the altar, his bold hand 
Laid on the consecrated Host, sent forth. 
In a full pealing voice, that rolled along 
The fretted roof, like the loud organ-swell, 
A rash and insolent summons to the Pope 
And Cardinals ; next he cited to appear 
The imperial rivab, Charles and Lewis; next. 
The Electors Palatine. Then, whilst the aisles 
Of the hushed church prolonged his words, he drew 
His dazzling sword, and, waving the bright blade 
To the four points of Heaven, cried with a deep 
Litensity of will, that drove his words 
Like arrows through the brain, — "This, too, is mine." 
Yes, to each part of this fair earth he cried,— 
" Thou, too, art mine." 

Ang. Madman! And ye— 

Sav. We listened 
In patience and in silence ; whilst he stood 
His form dHating, and his haughty glance 
Instinct with fiery pride. 

Ang. Now, by St. John, 
Had I been there, ye should have heard a voice 
Answer this frenzied summoner. 

Ues. Our answer 
Is yet unspoken. Angelo Colonna, 
If the old glories of thy princely race. 
Thy knightly honour, thy fresh-budding fame. 
Outshine the red and white of Claudia's cheek. 
Then— 

Ang. Wherefore pause P I know thee, Ursini, 
Rienzi's mortal foe, and scarce a friend 
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To the Coloima; yet, in bcKOPur's BAne 
Say on! 

BiE. IWi^kmi.'] liead borne tbe st^ed. TU walk from 
henoei. 

Ubs. Meet me at the Ck)lomia PaUee. Fail not. 

Filter EiEKZi, attended ^ Colonka, and other Lards. 

EiE. Ak I he Li here!— r8on ! Ye may leave us, brds. 
We are content with your good aervice. 
Son, [Exeunt all but Bjxnzi and AjfTGELO. 

Methinks this high solemnity might well 
Have chdmed thy presence. A great ruler's heir 
Should be fiEumliar in the people's eyes ; 
Live on their tongues ; take root within their hearts ; ; ; 
Win woman's smiles by honest courtesy. 
And force man's tardier praise by bold desert : 
So, when the chief shall die, the general love 
May hail his successor, i^ut thou, where wast thou ? 
If with thy bride-^ 

Ang. I have not seen her. Tribune,-^ 
Thou wav'st away the word with such a scorn 
As I poured poison in tiune ear. Already 
Dost weary of the title ? 

BxB. Wherefore should I? 

Ang. Thou art ambitious. 

Bi£. Granted. 

Ang. And wouldst be 
A king. 

BiE. There thou nustak'st. A king I Fair son, 
Power dwelleth not in sound, and fame hath garlands 
Brighter than diadems. I might have been 
Anointed, sceptred, crowned, have cast a blaze 
Of glory round the old imperial wreath. 
The laurel of the Gssars ; but I chose 
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To master kings, not be one ; to direct 

The royal puppets as my sovereign will. 

And Borne, my Home, decree. — ^Tribune ! the Qracchi 

Were called so. Tribune ! I will make that name 

A word of fear to kings. 

Aug. Bienzi! Tribune! 
Hast thou forgotten, on this very spot, 
How thou didst shake the slumbering soul of Eome 
With the brave sound of freedom, till she rose. 
And from her giant limbs the shackles dropped. 
Burst by one mighty throe ? Hadst thou died then. 
History had crowned thee with a glorious title — 
Deliverer of thy country. 

Bib. Weill 

Ang. Alas! 
When now thou fall'st, as fall thou must, 'twill be 
The common tale of low ambition. Tyrants 
O'erthrown to form a wilder tyranny ; 
Princes cast down, that thy obscurer house 
May rise on noble ruins. 

BiE. Hast thou ended? 
I fain would have mistaken thee. Hast done? 

Ang. No ; for despite thy smothered wrath, the voice 
Of warning truth shall reach thee. Thou to-day 
Hast, by thy frantic sacrilege, drawn on thee 
The thunders of the church, the mortal feud 
Of either emperor. Here, at home, the barons 
Hate, and the people shun thee. Seest thou not. 
Even in this noon of pride, thy waning power 
Fade, flicker, and wax dim. Thou art as one * ^ 

Perched on some lo% steeple's dizzy height. 
Dazzled by the sun, inebriate by long draughts 
Of thinner air; too giddy to look down * 

Where all his safety lies ; too proud to dare 
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The long descent to the low depths from whence 
The desperate climber rose. 

BxE. Ay, there's the sting, — 
That I, an insect of to-day, ontsoar 
The reverend worm, nobility ! "Wonlds't shame me 
With my poor parentage ! Sir, Tm the son 
Of him who kept a sordid hostelry 
In the Jews' quarter; my good mother cleansed 
lonen for honest hire. Canst thou say worse P 

Aug. Can worse be saidP 

BiE. Add, that my boasted schoolcraft 
Was gained from such base toil, gained with such pain 
That the nice nurture of the mind was oft 
Stolen at the body's cost. I have gone dinnerless 
And supperless, the scoff of our poor street. 
For tattered vestments and lean hungry looks. 
To pay the pedagogue. Add what thou wilt 
Of injury. Say that, grown into man, 
I've known the pittance of the hospital. 
And, more degrading stiU, the patronage 
Of the Colonna. Of the tallest trees 
The roots delve deepest. Yes, I've trod thy halls. 
Scorned and derided midst their ribald crew, 
A licensed jester, save the cap and bells : 
I have borne this, and I have borne the death. 
The unavenged death, of a dear brother. 
I seemed, I was a base ignoble slave. 
What am 1 ? — ^Peace, I say ! — ^what am I now ? 
Head of this great republic, chief of Eome ; 
In all but name, her sovereign ; last of all. 
Thy father. 

Ang, In an evil hour — 

BiE. Dar'st thou • 

Say that ? An evil hour for thee, my Claudia ! 

D 3 
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Thou shouldst have been an emperor's bride, my foirest ! 
In evil hour thy woman's heart was caught. 
By the form moulded as an antique god; 
The gallant bearing, the feigned tale of love. 
All false, all outward, simulated all. 

Ai^G. But that I loved her, but that I do love her. 
With a deep tenderness, softer and fonder 
Than thy ambition-hardened heart e'er dream'd of. 
My sword should answer thee. 

KiE. Qo to. Lord Angelo ; 
Thou lov'st her not. Men taunt not, nor defy 
The dear one's kindred. A bright atmosphere 
Of sunlight and of beauty breathes around 
The bosom's idol. I have loVd. She loves thee ; 
And therefore thy proud father, even the shrew. 
Thy raiUng mother, in her eyes, are sacred. 
Lay not thy hand upon thy sword, fedr son. 
Keep that brave for thy comrades. I'll not fight thee. 
Go and give thanks to yonder simple bride, 
That her plebeian father mews not up. 
Safe in the citadel, her noble husband. 
Thou art dangerous, Colonna. But, for her,— - 
Beware ! [Ooin^, 

AxG. Come back, Bienzi ! Thus I throw 
A brave defiance in thy teeth. \_Tkrows down his glove. 

BxB. Once more. 
Beware ! 

Ang. Take up the glove ! 

BiE. This time for her— [Takes np the glove. 

For her dear sake. Home to thy bride ! home ! home ! 

Ang. Bost fear me. Tribune of the people ! 

BiE. Fear! 
Do I fear thee !-— Tempt me no more.— This once. 
Home to thy bride ! [Exit. 
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Ano. Now, Ursini, I come, 
nt partner of ihj vengeance ! [Exit. 



SCENE m. 

A Hall in ike CoUmna Falaee, 

Enter Ubsuti, Stephen Colonna, Lady Colon n a, Savelli, 
Fbangipani, and Nobles. 

Ladt C. Five thousand horsemen at the gates of Rome, 
And armed retainers in each house, and knights 
Hamess'd in glittering mail, with banner proud. 
And trump, and war-cry, hurling their bright spears 
At the usurper's head ! Why, now I know ye. 
My gallant kinsmen. When ye crouched, like hounds, 
Beneath the tyrant's lash ; or stealthily. 
At midnight meetings and below your breath, 
Mutter'd of murders, the quick poniard-stroke. 
The calculated poison, that consumes 
So much of life a day, or that mute slayer. 
The Eastern bow-string, chivalry of Rome, 
What marvel that I knew ye not, distained 
With such base purpose. Now ye have clothed death 
In the brave guise of war, and made him gay 
And lovely as a bridegroom. Speed ye forth ! 
Away ! the sun is low. Ye have a city 
To win, ere night ! 

Col. Better await the night; 
And then, in darkness and in storm, at once 
Crush the stunn'd Tribune, 

Ladt C. Dost thou say await, 
Stephen Colonna ? Dost thou seek the veil 
Of darkness for a deed of light ? On, on ! 
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Wliilst yet the simbeams kiss the glittering stream 
Of armed knights and barbed steeds. On, on ! 
Whilst yet the colunm'd banners of our house 
May catch their parting glory, as the peaks 
Of highest Alps shine o'er the twilight world. 

Ubs. The lady coimsels well. In every street 
Stand knots of citizens in sad debate 
Of their proud ruler's frenzy. I have sent 
Bold tongues amongst them, madam 

Enter Angelo. 

Col. Lo ! thy son ! 

Lady C. Sir, since he called Bienzi's daughter wife, 
I have no son ! 

Ang. Oh, mother, say not so ! 
Savelli ! Ursini I ye bade me hither 
With broken phrase and solemn tone, and pause 
Of mighty import. Good my lords, I come 
To read your mystery. The city's fall 
Of camp-like noises ; tramp of steeds, and clash 
Of mail, and trumpet-blast, and ringing clang 
Of busy armourers ; the grim ban-dog bays ; 
The champing war-horse in his stall neighs loud ; 
The vulture shrieks aloft. Ye are still leagued 
Against Rienzi. 

Ues. Wouldst betray — 

Ang. Betray! 
Why, I am spumed, derided, scorned, cast off, 
As a child's broken toy. Betray ! I come 
To join ye. Ay, dear mother, to pull down 
The haughty tyrant from his throne, or fall 
As may beseem thy son. Angels and saints, 
Bear witness to my oath 

Sav. I do believe thee 
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With a most constant faith. On thy clear brow 
Honour and victory sit crowned. 

Ang. Oh, put me 
To the proof, my lords ! Why stay we here P Good father, 
Think'st thou Suspicion's straining eye-balls sleep. 
Or that the watcher, Doubt, hath lost her keen 
And deUcate sense of sound ? We must forerun 
The tyrant's fear. Follow me, ye that love 
The joy of glorious battle ! 

Lady C. Aagelo ! 

AiiG. Nay, when the fight is won. Then thou shalt dew 
My laurels mth. glad tears. Stay me not now. 

Lady C. Bear to the fight thy mother's blessing, boy, 
Her proud and joyful blessing, not her tears. 
Thou art the last of all my children, Angelo, 
Dearest and last. Unkindness never came 
Betwixt us twain save once. But, had I sons 
As many and as brave as that old queen 
Who mourned her Troy in ashes, I would peril 
Each several warrior in this cause as Ifreely 
As thou, my one fair boy. Now speed thee forth. 
To conquest or to death. Why lingerest thou. 
My Angelo ? 

Ang. Mother! 

Lady C. What wouldst thou? 

Ai^G. Claudia! 

Lady C. His daughter. 

Ang. Poor, poor Claudia I I have left hex 
Even on our bridal-day. But, if I fall — 
Mother ! 

Lady C. Fie 1 Fie I his daughter I speed thee forth 
To battle !— On brave kinsmen ! [Exeunt 
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SCENE IV, 

An Apartment in the Capitol, 

Enter Bienzi and Ci4.xjdxa» meeting, 

Cla. Father! 
At last I find thee, father 1 

BiE. "Well, my child I 
What wouldst thou? 

Cla. Nay, I know not. Be the guests 
Departed? 

Rhs. Yes, 

Cla. All gon^ ; and wherefore went ye 
To the Lateran, dear father ^ And where loiters — 

BiE. Aspic! 

Cla. Methought a bridM should be merrier — 
Not merrier, but happier, Angelo ! 

BiE Oh, foulest ingrate ! when I wed thy mother-^ 
Oh, fiend accurs'd ! 

Cla. Nay, nay,-^perchanc9 he's gone 
To crave his mother's blessing, Ii't not strange 
That I should love so well who loves pLot me ? 
But I have felt a yearning of the heart 
Toward that majestic lady, which hath reached 
Almost to painfulness. If I should kneel 
Before her and implore her grftoe^^ 

RiE. Thou'dst find 
Such welcome as the mountain cat might yield 
To the dappled fawn \ suQh gr§eti|ig v^ the wolf 
To the curled lamb. 

Cla. Oh ! she would love me, father. 
Even for the prideful love of Angelo, 
That woke her hatred first. A mother joys 
To tell fond legends of her children : who. 
Like me, would Usten, with unwearied ear. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCENE IV.] BIENZI. 63 

To tales of Angelo, and call for'morc ; 

And, when her store was ended, cry " Again !" 

And every day, and all day long, be fed 

With praise of that dear name ? Why dost thou groan ? 

Bib. a scorpion stnng me. 

CiA. KiU it father, kill it, 
jBef ore it sting again. 

ExB. Alas, alas ! 
m think of him no more. 

Enter QhXiLUO, followed hy Auserti. 

Gamillo, speak ! 

Thy breathless speed and pallid cheeks have told 
A world of news akeady. Quick, Alberti ! 
Thy tidings, man, thy tidings I 

Alb. Good my lord. 
Home is begirt with foes. The barons lead 
Their vassals ; every palace voids a horde 
Of armed retainers. 

ExB. By Onr Lady's name, 
I have not heard so glad a sound, since ihat 
Which hailed me Tribune of the people ! What ! 
These masking murderers turned to warrior knights ! 
Their mine of treason sprung I Now we shall wori^ 
In daylight. ToU the bell ! Summon the guards ! — 
Sweet, to thy chamber ! \To Claudia. 

Gla. Angelo! 

Alb. He leads 
The rebel force* 

Cla. Thon Uest ! 

Alb. I would I did. 

Gla. Thou liest ! He is no rebel. Whom he leads. 
Are friends to aid the Tribune. Be they not, 
Gamillo P Speak, old man. Be they not friends ? 
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Cam. Alas ! sweet lady. 

CiA. Go not forth, dear father! 
They lie, be sure they lie, yet go not forth ! 
Stay here with me ! Avoid him! Stay with me! 
Leave me not here alone ! 

Bib. Peace, peace ! 

CiA. rU meet him. 
Armed or unarmed, as friend or foe, I'll fly 
To meet Lord Angelo. I am his wife. 
His own true wife. [Exit, 

RiE. Entice her to her chamber, 
And watch that she escapes not. [Exit Camillo. 

Now, good captain^ 

Let the great bell, with loud and hasty tongue, 
Summon the people, and the trumpet-sound 
Collect the scattered guard. Be they all faithfcd P 

Alb. m answer for them with my life. 

Bib. What, ho ! 
My armour ! See that Saladin be barbed 
Complete in mail. By Heaven, there is a joy 
Li fronting these proud nobles, they who deem 
Man valiant by descent. 

Alb. Shall we not send 
To guard the city gates P 

Bib. To fling them wide ! 
Let the weak timid hare and wily fox 
Fence their dank earthy holes, the lion's den 
Is open. We will fight for Eome and Ifreedom, 
Here in Bome's very streets, beside the hearths 
Of the freed citizens, the household gods 
Worshipped in every faith. Fling wide the gates ! 
I'll foUow on the instant. Ho, my armour I 

[Exeunt, 

END OF ACT IV. 
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ACTV. 

SCENE I. 

An Apa/riment in the Cwpitol. 

IlnsNZi seated at a Table, — Camillo and Aiibeb,ti discovered 
in the front. 

Alb. My Lord Eienzi. [EiKSZimotions them to be silent. 

Cam. See, he waves thee off : 
Trouble him not, Albert! — ^he is chafed. 
Moody, and fierce, as though this victory. 
Which drove the noble mutineers before ye. 
As stag-hounds chase a herd of deer, had ended 
In blank defeat. 

Alb. The Tribune bore him bravely 
And we are victors. Yet the storm is hush'd. 
Not spent. When, after this wild night of war. 
The sun arose, he showed a troubled scene 
Of death and disarray ; a doubtful flight, 
A wavering triumph. Even at the gate 
Savelli re-coUects his scattered band ; 
The people falter ; and the soldiery 
Mutter low curses as they fight, and yearn 
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For their old leaders. Victors though we be, 
The Tribune totters. His hot pride — ^yet, sooth, 
He bore him gallantly. Beneath his sword 
Fell the dark plotter, Ursim. 

Cam. How fared 
The bold CJolonnaP 

Alb. The old yaliant chief. 
With many a younger pillar of that high 
And honoured house, lies dead. 

Cam. AndAngeloP 

Alb. a prisoner. As he knelt beside the corse 
Of his brave father, without word or blow. 
As easily as an o'er-wearied child^ 
We seized him. 

Cam. Lo ! The Tribune \ 

ExB. IRisittff and advancing.'] Now admit 
Tour prisoners ; we would see them. Thou, Camillo, 
Summon the headsman, and prepare the court 
For sudden execution. 

Alb. [^Turninff back.'] If a true 
And faithful servant of the good estate, 
K thine old friend, great Tribune — 

ExB. Hark ye, sir ! 
The difficult duty of supreme command 
Eests on my head. Obedience is thy light 
And easy task, — obedience swift and blind, 
As yonder sword, death's sharp-edged iostrument. 
My faithful servant, an' thou wilt, my friend. 
Owes to this strong rigHThand. 
Look that the headsman 
Be ready presently. The prisoners ! 

\Exeuni Albwii and Camillo. 
Ay, 
Even this poor simple remnant of the wars 
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Can read their fickle pirpo^o. Al)jeot changeHiigft ! 
Bafie buggers of their chains / Methoiight» to-day 
These Roman Helots would have crouched i' tke dust 
At sound of their M mastors' whips. 1 hare bee& 
Too easy with the slaves. Tenor, not loTe, 
Strikes anchor in ignoUe souls. These pdaoners-- 
Why could they not hare died, as die they shall ? 
Was there no lanoe, no soldier's glorious way 
To let out life, but they must wait the slow 
And shameful axe P Yet Angelo— * 

Enter Albebti, with Angblo, FKiifoiPAia, Ca?ajksllo, and 
other Lord* — Prisoners guarded. 

Alb. My lord. 
The prisoners ! 

ExB. Bring them to the light. The prisoners ! 
The noble prisoners ! I have seen ye, sirs. 
Before, at Claudia's bridal, you, and you. 
The Frangipani, and the XJrsini, 
Ay, and the high Colonna: my allies, 
My friends, my subjects; ye who swore to me 
Allegiance at the altar; ye for whom 
One harlot sin is not enough, who pile. 
Adulterate in crime, treason on murder. 
And perjury on treason ! Hence 1 begone! 
Ye know your doom. 

EfiA. And fear it not. 

BiE. To death! 
To instant death. Hold ! here is one. Lord Angelo, 
How shall I call thee, son or traitor ? 

Ang. Foe. 
I know no father, save the valiant dead 
Who lies behind a rampart of his slain 
In warlike rest. I bend before no king. 
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Save the dread Majesty of Heayen. Thy foe. 
Thy mortal foe, Bienzi. 

Bib. Well! my foe. 
Thou hast seen me fling a pardon free as air. 
To f oemen cronching at my feet $ hast seen 
The treachery that paid me. I have lost 
My faith in man's bold eye, his earnest voice, 
The keen grasp of his hand, the speech where truth 
Seems gashing in each ardent word. I have known 
So many false, that, as a manner 
Escaped from shipwreck, in the summer sea. 
Sparkling with gentle Ufe, sees but the rocks 
On which his vessel struck, so I, in the bright 
And most majestic face of man, can read 
Nought but a smiling treason. Yet thou, Angelo, 
Thou art not all a lie ! If I should trust — 

AsQ, Sir, I shall not deceive thee. Mark, Bienzi ! 
If thou release me — ^'tis the thought that works 
Even now within thy brain — ^before yon sun 
Eeach the hot west, the war-cry of Colonna 
Shall sweep once more thy streets. Then, stem revenge. 
Or smiling death. 

BxB. Madman! 

Ang. Wouldst have me live. 
Thou who hast levelled to the earth the pride 
Of my old princely race ? My kinsmen lie 
Scattered and fallen in the highway ; and he. 
The stateliest pillar of our house, my father, 
Stephen Colonna — oh ! the very name. 
The bright ancestral name, which as a star 
Pointed to glory, fell into eclipse 
When my brave father died ! 

BxB. I spared him once ; 
Spared for a second treason. And again — 
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Ai?G. Sir^ he Is dead. If thou wouldst show me grace. 
Lay me beside him in the grave. 

Rin- And Claudia — 
Thy rirgiii bride ! 

Ajtg, Alas ! alas, for thee. 
Sweet wife ! Yet thou art pure as the whites clouds 
That sail around tbe moon ; thy home ia heaven ; 
There we shall meet a^dn; here we are parted 
i*or eyer, 

KiE. Wherefore P 

Ak&. Bbe is thy daughter, 

ExE. Boy ! 
Prond abject minioiL of a name, a sounds 
TMuk'st thou to beard me thus I thou hjist thy will. 
Away with them 1 Dost hear me^ daHying slave ? 
OE with the prisonefs ! 

Aim. AH, my lord? 

Rn. With all. 

A^G. For this I thauk thee. Bear oae foud farewell 
To Claudia. Tell her, that my latest prayer 
Sball hleud her name with mine. iFor thee, Rienzi, 
Tremble i a tyrant^a rule ia brief. 

[Exemif AujEETi, Augelo, |Vi 

ExE, IRms and mivam^ej.} They are goue. 
And my heart's lightened. How the traitor stood 
Looldog me down with Ma proud eye, disdiMuing 
Fadr mercy, making of the liidcons block 
An altar, of unnatural ghastly death 
A god. He hath lus wHl i and I — my heart 
It tranquil. 

Cla, imihont^ Father! father! 

Ree. Guard the door I 
Be sure ye give not way. 

Cm. [WU&omI] Father > , 
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Bib. To see 
Her looks 1 her tears! 

Enter Clattdia, hastily. 

Cla. Who dares to stop me P Father ! 

[Bushes into the arms of Riekzi. 

BiE. I bade ye goaard the entrance. 

Cla. Againirt me ! 
f e must have men and gates of steel, to bar 
Claudia from her dear father. Where is he f 
They said that he was with yon— h&-*thoa know^ 
Whom I wonld say. I heard ye loud. I thought 
I heard ye ; but, perchance, the dizzying iiirob 
Of my poor temples— Where is he P I see 
No corse— an' he were dead Oh, no, no, no I 
Thou couldst not, wouldst not ! Say he lives. 

Bib. As yet 
He lives. 

Cla. Oh ] blessings on thy heart, dear fisher ! 
Blessings on thy kind heart 1 When shall I see him P 
Is he in prison P Fear hath made me wea^ 
And wordless as a child. Oh ! send t(x him. 
Thou hast pardoned him ; — didst thou not say but now 
Thou hadst pardoned him P 

Bib. No. 

Cla. Oh« thou hast ! thou hast ! 
This is the dalliance thou wast wont to hoM 
When I have craved some girlish boon, a bud, * 
A flower, a moonlight walk; but now I ask thee 
Life, more than life. Thou hast pardoned him P 

Bib. My Claudia ! 

Cla. Ay ! I am thine own Claudia^ whose Irst word 
Was father. These are the same hands that dung 
Around thy knees, a tottering babe ; the lips 
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That, ere they had leamt speedi, wotdd smUe, and seek 
To meet thee with an infant's kiss ; the eyes 
Thou hast called so like my mother's ; eyes, that never 
Ga^ed on thee, bat with looks of love. Oh^ pardon ! 
Nay, father, speak not yet : thy brows are knit 
Into a sternness. I^ythee, i^eak not yet ! 

Rib. This traitor — 

Gla. Gall him as thou wilt, but pardon i 
Oh, pardon I 

Eeb. He defies me. 

Gla. See, I kneel. 
And he shall kneel, shall kiss thy feet ; wilt pardon ? 

Bis. Mine own deaar Claudia^ 

Gla. Pardon! 

EiE. Eaisetheeup; 
Eest on my bosom ; let thy hesAhig heart 
Lie upon mine ; so shall the mutual pang 
Be stilled. Oh I that thy father's soul could bear 
This grief for thee, my sweet one I Oh, forgive — 

Gla. Eorgive thee what P 'Tis so the headsman speaks 
To his poor victim, ere he strikes. Do fathers 
Make widows of their children P send them down 
To the cold grave heart-broken P Tell me not 
Of fathers, — I have none ! All else that breathes 
Hath known that naturd love : the wolf is kind 
To her vile cubs ; the little wren bath care 
For each small youngling of her brood ; and thou-^ 
The word that widowed, orphaned me P Henc^ort^ 
My home shall be his grave. And yet thou canst not — 
Father ! [Rmhin^ into BlEStfs arm. 

Bib. Ay ! 
Dost call me father once again, my Glaudia» 
Mine own sweet child ! 

Gla. Oh, father, pardon him ! 
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Oh, pardon ! pardon ! 'Tia my life I ask 
In his. Our lives, dear father ! 

Bib. Ho, Camillo ! 
Where loiters he 1 [JStUer Camillo. 

Camillo, take my ring ; 
My to the captain of the goard, Alberti; 
Bid him release Lord Angelo. 

Cla. Now bless thee. 
Bless thee, my father ! 

Bib. My, Camillo, fly ! 
Why loiterest thou P 

Cam. The ring. 

[BiENZi ffives the ring to QkiLiLLQ-^Exit Camillo. 

Cla. Give me the ring. 
Whose speed may match with mine ? Let me be first 
To speak those gracious words of pardon. 

Bib. No! 
That were no place for thee. 

Cla. I should see nought 
But him ! whilst old Camillo — Oh, I hear 
His weary footfall still ! I should have been 
Li Angelo's arms ere now. [Bell sounds.'] Hark! hark! 
the bell! 

BxB. It is the beU that thou so offc has heard 
Summoning the band of liberty — the bell 
That pealed its loud triumphant note, and raised 
Its mighty voice with such a mastery 
Of glorious power, as if the spirit of sound 
That dwells in the viewless wmd, and walks the waves 
Of the chafed sea, and rules the thunder-cloud 
Had shrouded him in that, small orb, to spread 
Tidings of freedom to the nations. Now 
It tells of present peril. 

Cla. Say of death. 
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Oh, father ! every stroke thrills through my veins, 

Swaying the inmost pulses of my heart 

As swings the deep vibration. 'Tis his knell. 

KiE. My child, 
Have I not said that he shall live ? 

Cla. Then stop 
That bell. The dismal noise beats on me, father. 
As from a thousand echoes ; mixed with groans. 
And shrieks, and moanings in the air P Dost hear them ? 
Dost hear, again? Be those screams real, father P 
Or of the gibbering concerts that salute 
The newly mad P 

RiE. Be cabner, sweet. I heard 
A shriek, a woman's shriek. Calm thee, my child. 

Enter LiiDY Colonna. 

Lady C. He's dead. He's dead ! 

BxE. It is her husband, Claudia; 
Stephen Colonna. 

Lady C. Murderer, 'tis my son. 

[Claudia sinks at her father^ s feet. 
My husband died in honour'd fight ; for him 
I weep not. ^ 

BxE. Angelo is pardoned, Claudia. 

Lady C. He is dead. I saw the axe, fearfully bright, 
Wave o'er his neck with an edgy shine that cut 
My burning eye-balls ; saw the butcher-stroke 
And the hot blood gush like a fountain high. 
From out the veins ; and then I heard a voice 
Cry pardon ! heard a shout that chorussed pardon ! 
Pardon ! to that disjoined corse ! Oh, deep 
And horrible mockery ! So the fiends shall chant 
Round thy tormented soul, and pardon, pardon, 
Ring through the depths of hell. 

VOL. I. E 
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EiE. Claudia, my sweet one, 
Look up — speak to me ! Writhe not thus, my Claudia, 
Shivering about my feet. 

Lady C. Claudia Colonna ! 
They say that grief is proud ; but I will own thee 
Now, my fair daughter. Rouse thee ! Help me curse 
Him who hath slain thy husband. 

RiE. Woman, fiend, 
Thou kill'st my child, — avaunt ! 
. Lady C. When I have said 
My errand. Think'st thou I came here to crush 
Yon feeble worm? Thou hast done that! She loved 

him. 
Fair faithful wretch, and thou — ^Why, I could laugh 
At such a vengeance ! Thy keen axe, that hewed 
My column to the earth, struck down the weed 
That crept around its base. 

RiE. Claudia ! she moves ! 
She is not dead. 

Lady C. Dead ! Why the dead are bless'd. 
And she is blasted. Dead 1 the dead lie down 
Li peace, and she shall pine a living ghost 
About thee, with pale looks and patient love. 
And bitter gusts of anguish, that shall cross 
The gentle spirit, when poor Angelo — 
A widow's and a childless mother's curse 
Rest on thy head, Rienzi ! Live, till Rome 
Hurl thee from thy proud seat ; live but to prove 
The ecstacy of scorn, the fierce contempt 
That wait the tyrant fallen ; then die, bortie down 
By mighty justice ! die as a wild beast 
Before the hunters ! die, and leave a name 
Portentous, bloody, brief, a meteor name. 
Obscurely bad, or madly bright ! My curse 
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Rest on thy head, Bienzi. 
RiE. Help ! Camillo ! 

Enter Camillo. 

RiE. I know thou wast too late. Bring aid. — See ! see ! 
Her lips are colouring fast — she is not dead. 
Bring aid. 

Cam. My lord, Savelli, with a power 
Gathering in every street, comes on ; the guards 
Flee, and the people hear the bell, nor flock 
To aid or rescue. 

Lady C. Now, revenge ! revenge ! 
SaveUi ! Murderer, when next we meet, 
Thou shalt give blood for blood. {JSxit, 

RiE. She lives ! Aid ! aid ! 
Her pulses beat again. Go, call her maids ! 
Speed thee, Camillo ! [Exit Camillo. 

How shall I endure 

The unspoken curses of her eye : how bear 
Her voice ! My child ! my child ! my beautiful — 
Whom I so loved ! whom I have murdered ! Claudia, 
Mine own beloved child I She would have given 
Her life for mine. Would I were dead ! 

Re-enter Camillo, with Ladies and Attendants, who bear off 
Claudia, from her Father. 

Cam. My lord — 

Rib. Camillo, when I'm gone, be faithful to her, 
Be very faithful ! Save her, shield her, better 
Than I, that was her father. She'll not trouble thee 
Long, good Camillo ; the sure poison, grief. 
Rankles in those young veins. Yet cherish her. 
She loved thee. 

E 2 
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Cam. My dear master— thou thyself — 

EiE. My business is to die. Watch o'er my child ; 

And, soon as I am dead, conduct her safely 

To the small nunnery of the Ursulines, 

Her pious steps so often sought. — Away ! 

[Ea^t Camillo- 

She will not curse me dead. She'll pray for me. 

In that poor broken heart. Oh, blessings on thee, 

My child ! mine own sweet child ! 

Enter Alberti. 

Alb. My lord, Savelli 
Comes on apace. 

Bii. Summon the people. 

Alb. They, too. 
Advance against thee. 

RiE. And for such I left 
The assured condition of my lowliness, 
The laughing days, the peaceful nights, the joys, 
Of a small quiet home ; for such I risked 
Thy peace, my daughter ! Abject, crouching slaves ! 
False, fickle, treacherous, perjured slaves ! How come they ? 
How led, how armed, how number'd ? 

Alb. They sweep on, 
A thickening cloud, as locusts, when they light 
On the green banks of Nile. The furious mother 
Leads them, and saints revenge, in her fierce prayers 
And frantic imprecations. 

RiE. 'Tis the fiend 
That speediest answers to the daring call 
Of his mad worshippers. So be it. 

Alb. Some mingle with their shouts the name 
Of mighty liberty. 

RiE. Oh, had I laid 
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All earthly passion, pride, and pomp, and power, 

And high ambition, and hot lust of rule. 

Like sacrificial fruits, upon the altar 

Of Liberty, divinest Liberty I 

Then — ^but the dream that filled my soul was vast 

As his whose mad ambition thinned the ranks 

Of the Seraphim, and peopled heU. These slaves ! 

Base crawling reptiles ! May the curse of chains 

Cling to them ever. Seek the court, Alberti, 

Dismiss the guard, unbar the gates. — ^I'll seek 

The people. 

Alb. Singly ! 

RiE. Singly, sir. [Exeunt Alberti and Rienzi. 



SCENE IL 

Before the gates of the Capitol. 
Enter Lady Colonna, Savelu, Soldiers and Citizens. 

Lady C. Come on ! Why loiter ye ? Ye that have sons, 
Ye that have known a mother's love, come on ; 
A woman leads to vengeance. 

First Cit. Say, to justice. 

Sav. Look, look, the gates are barred. The Tribune 
means 
To stand a desperate siege. Bring axes, sirs. 
And fire. Consume the palace I hew the doors ! 
Bring torches ! 

Lady C. Ah, with mine own hand FU light 
The accursed and murderous den ; thy funeral pyre. 
My Angelo. 

Sav. Bring torches ! hew the gates ! 
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Citizens. Down with the tyrant! drag him forth! — 
Kienzi ! [The gates are opened^ — Rienzi appears. 

ExE. Who calls upon Eienzi P Citizens, 
What seek ye of your Tribune ? 

Lady C. Give me back 
My son. 

EiE. Oh, that grim Death would giye him back 
To Claudia ! But the cold, cold grave — Why come ye ? 

Second Cit. For vengeance, perjured tyrant ! for thy blood! 
For liberty ! 

RiE. For liberty I Go seek 
The mountain tops, where with the crashing pines 
The north wind revels ! Go where ocean pours 
0*er horrid rocks, or sports in eddying pools I 
Go where the eagle and the sea-snake dwell, 
1^ ^ ^,7s /'Midst mighty elements, where nature is. 
And man is not, and ye may see afar. 
Impalpable as a rainbow on the clouds. 
The glorious vision ! Liberty ! I dream'd 
Of such a goddess once ; dreamed that yon slaves 
Were Romans, such as ruled the world, and I 
Their Tribune ; — ^vain and idle dream ! Take back 
The symbol and the power. What seek ye more ? 

First Cit. Tyrant ! thy life ! 

Rib. Come on. Why pause ye, cowards ? 
I am uuarmed. My breast is bare. Why pause ye ? 

Enter Claudia, through the gate, and rushes forward to 

Rienzi. 
Cla. Father I 
Sav. Oh, save her ! 
RiE. Drag her from my neck. 
If ye be men I Save her I She never harmed 
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A worm. My Claudia, bless thee ! bless thee ! Now ] 

Now! 
[RiENZi falls, pierced by many spears, and the people divide, 
leaving Claudia stretched on her father's body. 

Sav. Ay, tliat thrust pierced to the heart; he dies 
Even whilst I speak. 

Cla. Father! 

Lady C. Alas ! poor child ! 

Sav. She bleeds, I fear, to death. Go bear her in ; 
And treat the corse with reverence ; for surely, 
Though stained with much ambition, he was one 
Of the earth's great spirits. 
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FOSCARI: 

A TRAGEDY. 
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The subject of the following Play is taken from 
a domestic tragedy in the history of Venice, and 
was suggested to the Authoress by an interesting 
narrative of that event in Dr. Moore^s Travels. It 
is scarcely, perhaps, necessary to say here in prose, 
what the Prologue repeats in verse, that her piece 
was not only completed, but actually accepted at 
Covent Garden Theatre, before the publication of 
Lord Byron's well-known drama. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



Foscariy Doge of Venice Mr. Young. 

Francesco Foscari, his Son Mr. Ch. Kemble. 

Count Erizzo \ / Mr. Warde. 

Count Zeno > Venetian Senators ) Mr. Horrebow. 
Bonato ) ' Mr. Egerton. 

Cosmo, Donato' s Son Mr. Serle. 

CelsOy a follower of Count Erizzo Mr. Fitzharris. 

Senators, Jailors, Officers, and Gentlemen. 



Camilla, Donalds Daughter 
Laura, his Niece 



Mrs. Sloman. 
Miss Henry. 



Ladies. 



SCENE^Venice. 



riEST PERFORMED AT COVENT GARDEN, NOVEMBER, 1826. 
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PROLOGUE. 



SPOKEN BY MR. SEKLl 



For riches famed of yore, and once as free 
As her own element, the bounding sea. 
Fair Venice now, fall'n from her palmy state. 
Broods o'er her palace-city desolate ; 
Each mart deserted, each PaUadian hall 
Vacant and ruinous proclaims her fall. 
Yet still one triumph of her ancient fame 
Gilds her decay, and lingers round her name ; 
'Tis that beneath the proud Venetian dome 
The Tragic Muse hath fixed her favourite home ; 
'Tis that her very name bids young hearts glow 
With deep remembrance of some glorious woe. 
There Shylock whetted his relentless knife ; 
There poor Othello won his murdered wife ; 
There Pierre, stout traitor, the awed State defied ; 
There Jaffier loVd, and Belvidera died. 
And there the immortal Bard, who aU too soon 
Fell in the blaze of Fame's effulgent noon. 
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Lamented Byron ! twice a tale hath told 

Of princely anguish in the days of old : 

How 'gainst the Senate Faliero fired 

With vengeful hate by their stem doom expired ; 

And his severer fate, condemned to try 

His guiltless son, the good Doge Foscari. 

That tale of woe, but with an humbler flight 

And weaker wing, our Authoress of to-night 

Hath brought before ye. Deem not of it worse 

That 'tis a theme made sacred by his verse. 

Ere his bold Tragedy burst into day. 

Her trembling hand had closed this woman's play. , 

A different track she foUows— Oh ! forgive 

Her errors ye, who bid the Drama live ! 

To your indulgence she commends her cause. 

And hopes, yet dares not claim, your kind applause. 
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ACTL 

SCENE I. 

St. Mark's Place. 

Count Ebizzo and Celso meeting Donato. 

Don. Good-morrow, Count Erizzo, you are early. 
Are you bound to the Palace ? 

Ebiz. Ay, Donato, 

The common destination ; but I go 
With an old friend. 

Don. What, Celso, thou turned courtier ! 

Cel. I am a suitor to his Highness, Sir, 
With Count Erizzo*s aid. 

Don. What is your suit ? 

Eeiz. One of the procurators died last night ; 
And honest Celso here would fain succeed 
To that good office. 

Don. None more capable. 

You will not fail. 
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Eriz. Scarcely, I tliiiik ; — and yet 

I hardly know. The old Doge likes me not : 
There have been murmurs in the senate, cousin. 
At these long wasting wars ; and he, I hear. 
Suspects me. I have doubts. From thee, indeed. 
One word — 

Don. It shaU be said. Give me the paper. 
Yes, at one word from me — ^the Doge and I 
Are friends, old friends, the friends of forty years ; 
Besides we have a pair of hopeful sons. 
Friends from the cradle upwards. 

Eriz. And those friends 

May soon be brothers. Will not thy Camilla 
Be Foscari's bride, when his rough mistress War 
ShaU loose him from her arms ? 

Don. Ay; he'll return 

Too soon, whene'er he comes, to steal away 
My age's darling. Yet is he a boy 
Full of high thoughts, a noble, princely boy. 
Kindly and generous ; one that may deserve 
Even her. — Well, give me this petition. Count. 
Look on the post as certain. [Ea^it. 

Cel. How can I 

Repay — He's gone. Think'st thou he will succeed ? 

Eriz. I know not. Either way works well for us. 
If he succeed, then will our party gain 
A firmer foot in Venice ; if he fail. 
We gain Donato. 

Cel. Say'st thou so P 

Eriz. I know him. 

He's of a temper kind, and quick, and warm ; 
A powerful partizan, but easily sway'd 
By flattery or anger. Of such tools 
Are Faction's ranks composed, not officered. 
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Celso, we'll have this Doge unboimeted, 

This Doge who wears his load of four-score years 

Easier than I my forty. He contemns 

Me and my brother nobles ; he may learn 

To know and fear our power. I tell thee, Sir, 

These brows of mine do ache for that same bonnet. 

And ere this day be ended — 

Cel. 'Tis, my Lord, 

A golden moment. The young Foscari 
Is safe with Sforza in the Milan wars. 

Eriz. Would I were sure of that ! This is indeed 
The only moment. Celso, I have here. 
How intercepted boots not, letters from 
Both generals to the Senate. They have gabied 
A signal victory ; Brescia is freed ; 
And Sforza gives the unshared, unmingled praise 
To Foscari. We must unthrone the Doge 
Ere this news reach the city ; for the people • 

Adore the Foscari. Faugh ! I am weary 
Of this good Doge, this venerable Doge, 
This popular Doge, this Doge who courts and woos 
The noisy rabble, whilst the Senators 
He elbows from their seats. And for the son, 
With his hot valour and proud lack of pride — 
I hate them both. We must not lose an hour ; 
The people must not hear — 

Cel. The Senate hates them. 

Ebiz. Ay, but the Senate — 

Cel. WeU, my Lord, the Senate — 

Eriz. Fy ! I am one of them ; I must not tell 
The secrets of the Council. We are not 
So stubborn as we seem; the popular voice 
Finds there an echo ; and besides, the Doge 
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Hath friends. Here comes one. 

Enter Count Zeno. 

A fair morning to yon. 
Count Zeno. I have scarcely seen you since 
Your lingering sickness. You look cheerily. 

Zeno. The air of this new day is sweet and freshening, 
And breathes a health into the veins. I trust 
You need no renovating ; yet to step 
From a sick bed and a dark silent room 
Into the pure and balmy air of June, 
' With the bright sun lighting so blue a sky. 
And sparkling on the waters ; all around 
Full of the living noise of trade or mirth. 
Air, earth, and sea, all motion — ^it is like 
E^tuming from the tomb to this fair world 
Of life and sunshine ! Such delight is weU 
Worth 2^ sharp fever. 

Ekiz. Nevertheless am I 

Content with your report. A homelier joy 
Suffices me. 

Zeno. You are the happier man. 
Are you for the palace P 

Ebiz. No. We wait a friend. 

Zeno. Then I must say good-morrow. I am somewhat 
In haste to-day. 

Eriz. Good-morrow, Count. [Exit Zeno 

That man 
Wears in his courtly smile the consciousness 
Of his high influence — ^the prime favourite he ! 
Did you not see how graciously he stooped 
To me his equal, even as he had been 
Himself a prince — ^proud minion ! — ^Doge, beware ! 
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Beware ! — ^Look, look, Donato too hath found 
A check ! See, how he chafes ! See ! 

Enter Donato. 

Don. Take thy paper ! 

I am refused. Good-morrow ! 

Eriz. Nay, come back. 

Can this be possible P Refused I Donato 
Effused by Eoscari ! 

Don. I was a fool 

To ask ; — a double fool to pin my faith 
Upon this Doge's ermine. 

Celso. I regret 

More than my failure the indignity — 

Don. Forget it, Sir. — How go these Milan wars ? — 
I say, Erizzo, could'st thou have believed 
The proudest he in Venice would have dared 
To treat mie with such scorn ? 

Eriz. What! did he scorn thee ? 

Don. He chid me, schooled me, blamed my easy temper. 
That lent an ear to every cunning tale, 
A voice to every false designing knave. 

Cel. Dared he ! 

Don. And this to me I Why art thou not 
Amazed, Erizzo ? 

Eriz. No. It but confirms 

What I have heard and scarce believed. The Doge 
Is grown so old that he forgets his friends. 
Men say — ^it can't be true — and yet men say — 

Don. What? 

Eriz. That the Doge repents his son's betrothment 
To thy Camilla. 

Don. He shall never wed her. 

Sir, if this Doge were king of all the earth 
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He might have found a higher, prouder title 
In father to Camilla ! They are free. 
Camilla's claims shall never interrupt — 
What is his project ? 

Eriz. Our great enemy, 

The Duke of Milan, hath a young, fair daughter. 
And she, they say — 

Don. Tush ! I have seen her, man ! 

A dark-browed wench, a beetle-browed — ^no more 
To match with my Camilla than that Gondola 
With the Bucentaur P — I wiU back, and tell him 
That Foscari is free. Mine own Camilla ! 
My prattling, pretty one ! rU back and tell him. 

Eeiz. No ; rather come with me. What I have said 
Is hearsay or conjecture ; what is certain 
Is the misgovemment, the public wrongs 
Of this old Foscari, too old to sway 
The power of Venice. This is not a place 
For such discourse. Come with me to my palace. 

Don. I thought he loved my daughter ! 

Cel. [Aside.'] Thou art sure. 

\_Ea;eunt. 

SCENE n. 

An Apartment in the Bucal Palace. 
The Doge and Count Zend. 

Zeno. Good-morrow to your Highness. 

Doge. Dearest 2^no, 

This is no common pleasure. Thou the latest 
Of our late revellers, whom the sun scarce sees 
Till half his course be run — 

Zeno. Oh, good my Lord, 
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I meet him often ere I go to bed. 
The bright reproachfol tell-tale ! 

Doge. To see thee. 

But lately risen from a sharp sickness too 
Afoot so early I There must be some cause. 
Some kind or pleasant cause — ^What brings thee. Count P 

Zeno. This letter! 

Doge. No petition for the post 

Vacant by poor Venoni's death ? 

Zeno. Oh! no. 

Doge. I should have grieved within one little hour 
To say twice No to two dear friends. You met 
Donate? 

Zeno. Yes, so chafed he saw me not. 
Your Highness knows his temper. 

Doge. And I fear 

Tried it too much. He asked of me that office 
Eor a known villain, an unusual compound 
Of ruffian and of knave, the follower 
Of his kinsman. Count Erizzo. 

Zeno. Then the Count 

Was waiting for Donate. I am grieved 
He should be so companioned. 
Doge. He flung from me 

Ere I could tell him that the post was given 
To Signer Loredano, a ripe scholar 
Pining in penury, at the pressing instance 
Of his own son. 

Zeno. Cosmo I How like is that 

To his unwearied kindness. 

Doge. There is not. 

Unless I may except my Eoscari, 
A youth in Venice who can vie in aught 
With Cosmo. 
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Zeko. And they are as different 
As the bright sun and gentle moon, the sea 
In sparkling motion and the qniet land. 
The one a stirring, brave, and honest soldier. 
The other a pale student. 

Doge. Bless them both 

My noble boys ! They have always loved like brothers. 
And soon I hope my pretty sweet Camilla 
Will give them that dear title. 

Zend. Have you had 

Tidings of Foscari lately ? 

Doge. Not for long. 

Longer than common. 

Zend. Last night at St. Mark's 

There was a rumour floating — ^none could trace 
Its source— of a great victory obtained 
By Foscari and Sforza. 

Doge. Heaven grant it ! 

Sure we shall hear to-day. — Now, dearest Count, 
What is your will ? You led the old man on 
To talk of his dear children, till in sooth 
He had forgotten the whole world. Now say 
What is that scroll ? 

Zend. My lord — ^I almost fear — 

Dost thou believe in soothsayers ? 

Doge. No ! — ^Yes ! — 

Not much. Why dost thou ask ? 

Zend. Wilt thou not answer ? 

Doge. Count Zeno, thou art one to whom, being wise, 
A wise man may confess the cherished folly 
That lurks within his breast. But tell it not 
To fools, good Zeno. 

Zeno. Then thou dost believe ? 

Doge. I have dome cause. What ! didst thou never hear 
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Of the old prediction that was verified 
When I became the Doge ? 

Zeno. An old prediction ! 

Doge. Some seventy years ago — ^it seems to me 
As fresh as yesterday — ^being then a lad 
No higher than my hand, idle as an heir. 
And all made np of gay and tmant sports, 
I flew a kite, unmatched in shape or size, 
Over the river — ^we were at our house 
Upon the Brenta then ; it soared aloft. 
Driven by light vigorous breezes from the sea, 
Soared buoyantly, till the diminished toy 
Grew smaller than the falcon when. she stoops 
To dart upon her prey. I sent for cord. 
Servant on servant hurrying, till the kite 
Shrank to the size of a beetle : still I called 
For cord, and sent to summon father, mother. 
My little sisters, my old halting nurse, — 
I would have had the whole world to survey 
Me and my wondrous kite. It still soared on, 
And I stood bending back in ecstacy. 
My eyes on that small point, clapping my hands, 
And shouting, and half envying it the flight 
That made it a companion of the stars. 
When close beside me a deep voice exclaimed — 
Ay, mount ! mount 1 mount ! — ^I started back, and saw 
A tall and aged woman, one of the wild 
Peculiar people whom wild Hungary sends 
Boving through every land. She drew her cloak 
About her, turned her black eyes up to Heaven, 
And thus pursued : — Ay, like his fortunes, mount. 
The future Doge of Venice I And before 
For very wonder any one could speak 
She disappeared. 
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Zeno. strange ! Hast thou never seen 

That woman since ? 

Doge. I never saw her more. 

After a slight brief search, the wonder sank 
Into a jest. My mother for a while 
Called me her pretty Doge, her madcap Doge, 
And ran a thousand fondling changes through 
On that proud title ; and my sisters long 
Talked of the tall Hungarian. None believed 
Save my old nurse. 
Zeno. And thou ? 

Doge. Long time in me 

The seeds of faith lay dormant ; till at last 
As youth's gay wildness sobered, and ambition 
Grew stronger in my soul, the prophecy 
Knocked at my thoughts, and I by fits believed 
That which I wished were true. Now for thy scroll ; — 
Whence comes it ? 

Zeno. Even such an aged crone. 

So tall, so habited, stayed me last night 
At my own door, and with an earnest voice. 
Her shaking hand prest on my arm, implored 
That, as I loved the good Doge Foscari, 
I would at his first waking give him this. 

Doge. She must be dead ! Full seventy years ago — 
And then her locks were grizzled ! — She is dead. 
And what, at fourscore years, have I to do 
With fate or fortune ! My long race is run. 
Zeno. Eead it at least. 

Doge. (Beads.) "The ducal bonnet trembles on thy brow, 
" Doge of Venice, trembles — and will fall, though the stars 
"themselves show me not when. Grant the first boon that 
" shall be asked of thee to-morrow, or before the next sun 
" rises thy very heart shall be rent in twain." 
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Grant the first boon I Why, my good Signor Celso, 

This is too palpable. Grant the first boon ! 

Make thee the Procurator ! Fy ! Fy ! Fy ! 

Erizzo's talent hath forsaken him ; 

This cheat is shallow. They have heard the tale 

I told thee, and this paltry poor device— 

Off to the waves and winds ! 

Zend. Yet hath the Count 

A party in the state ; and for Donato, 
Kind, hasty, generous and beloved, his power 
May vie with thine. 

DoGB. But never will be used 

Against me, 2^no. I should hate myself 
Could I suspect Donato. Count, we'll go 
T(^ther to the Senate. Thou shait see 
The quick relenting of his sudden wrath. 
His graceful self-rebuke, his honest love. 

Zeno. I'll gladly be converted. 

Doge. Doubt him not. 

\_Exettnt. 

SCENE III. 

An Ajpartmeni in the DoncUo Paktce. 

Camilla and Laxtba. 

Cam. Laura, hast thou seen Cosmo P 

Latt. Not to-day. 

Cam. Sure, he'll not cheat us of his early smiles. 
His gay good-morrow, that best joy of home 
When dear friends meet in morning cheerfulness. 

Lat7. And such a cheerfulness ! and such a smile ! 
None are like his.- 

VOL. I. F 
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Cam. None ! Hast thou never seen 
The heaven of kindness that in Foscari's eyes 
Shines under those dark brows ? And I'm the sister 
Of that dear Cosmo, the selected bride 
Of that still dearer Eoscari ! Oh, cousin, 
I am the blessedest creature that e'er trod 
This lau^iing earth ! Th^re is but only one 
Can hope to be so happy ; — thou, perchance. 
When Cosmo— 

Enter Cosmo. 

We were speaking of thee. 

Cos. Well, 

I trust fair maids. My gentle lady Laura» 
Say yes to that. 

CiM. Feed not man's vanity ; 

Let not thy blushes answer. 

Cos. Sister mine, 

'Tis thou art clothed in blushes. Why the dawn 
Opening her ardent eyes, and shaking wide 
Her golden locks on the Adriatic wave. 
The bright Aurora, she is sad and pale 
And spiritless compared to thee. Hast thou 
Been Psyche's errand P Or hath some fair vision 
Lapt thee in loveliness ? 

Cam. I think I dreamt 

Of heaven ; for I was in a place where care 
And fear and sorrow live not, self-sustained 
On wings such as the limner's cunning lends 
To the Seraphim, and singing like a bird 
From the deep gladness of a merry heart 
The whole night long. And when the morning came 
And I awakened in this work-day world. 
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The spell was on me still ; and still is on 
The buoyancy, the joy, the certain hope 
Of happiness. Broths, are there no news 
Of Foscari? 

Cos, None certain. Yet is there 
A balminess of hope ; and stirring romours 
Come pattering round ns, with a pleasant sound. 
Like the large drops before a summer shower. 
They talk of Foscari and victory — 

Cam. There hath then been a battle. Is he safe ?i 

Cos. As safe as I myself. 

Cam. Fy! what a fool 

Am I to tremble so ! And art thou sure ? 

Cos. There is no certainty, but such a hope 
As is her forerunner. Hath not my father 
Heard of this victory ? 

Lat7. ^ He hath been long 

Gone to the palace, and wished thee to follow. 

Cos. Gladly. I have a good man's gratitude 
To pay to the good Doge. I must away 
Or I shall miss the Senate. 

Cam. Thou wilt send 

The tidings, Cosmo P 

Cos. Surely. 

Cam. Quickly? 

Cos. Yes. 

Cam. Gbod tidings, Cosmo. 

Cos. Yes. My pretty cousin. 

Hast thou no charge to give P 

Latt. Why bring this tale. 

This happy tale thyself. 

Cam. Ay, come thyself. 

Dear Cosmo, and farewell. [Eicit Cosmo. 

F 2 
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Now, Lam^ mine, 
Let us to the high balcony. I need 
Fresh air and sun and sparkling sights and sounds 
To help sustain this happiness, this hope. 
Which weighs abnost like fear. My dearest, come. 

• [Exewtf. 



END OP ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE L 

The Senate. 

Count Ebizzo, Donato, and Sbnatobs. 

Ebiz. He roles us as a king — this Eoscari, 
An absolute king, haughty and imbecile 
As any Eastern sovereign t He degrades 
The old nobility, contemns the Senate, 
And cringes to the people — a mob courtier ! 
A greedy swallower of popular praise ! 

Sen. He hates the nobles. 

Eaiz. But this very day 

Did he refuse to my dear kinsman here 
A post, that he requested for a man 
Who long hath served the state. 

Sen. Eefnse Donato ! 

Esiz. Even so. He is of the Senate, is the head 
Of an old powerful house, is rich, is noble, 
Is nobly loved. Are not these crimes enough 
To stir our Doge's wrath ? 

Don. No more of this I 
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Ebiz. Then his misgoyemment, his tedious wars, 
Hb waste of blood and treasxire, that his son. 
The idol of the soldiery, may glut 
His Inst of glorions battle t Senators, 
Why shonld we thns snbmit to what we hate ? 
Why bow to whom we made P The Doge is now 
v^ Too old for his high office. Good my lords. 
Let us resume our power. Is there nb"Brbw 
In Yenice that may bear this ducal crown 
Save one ? Will it not sit as gracefully 
On vigorous manhood's clustering curls P On thine, 
Donato P Or Pisani, upon thine P 
Or any man of us P Lords, have ye changed 
Your purpose P That the Doge may be deposed 
Is the fixed law of Venice. Are ye firm P 
This is the moment. 

Sen. He must be unthroned. 

Ebiz. Then be it done to-day. 

Second Sen. I'll join thee, Count. 

Thibd Sen. And I. 

Ebiz. Donato, thou wilt best propose — 

Don. Oh no ! He hath been harsh--but I have loved 
him— 
We are old friends. 

Sen. Do it thyself, Erizzo. 

Don. But gently, reverently. 

Enter Doge, Count Zend, and other Sbnatoes. 

Doge. My gracious lords, 

I greet ye well ! We are no truants. Sirs, 
This fall assemblage honours our feiir Yenice, 
Honours her senators. Signor Donato — 
Nay shun me not — ^that post was promised to— 
Thou wilt not hear ! I have too often borne 
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With thy infinnity. Forget not, Sir, 

That thou'rt my friend, or I mnst needs remonber 

That I'm thy prince. Now to our business, lords. 

Esiz. Are l^ere no letters frmn the armyf 

Doge. None. 

But there is through the city a bud bruit 
Of victory. 

Ebiz. In a well-ordered state. 
There is no pause for rumour ; certainty 
Outspeeds her lying riiral. 

Doge. Think'st thou. Count, 

That my old heart is quiet in this pause? 
Thou hast no boy in yonder battle-field. 
Or thou wouldst know how thirstily the soul 
Of a father pants in his suspense for truth, 
One single drop of sweet or bitter truth. 

Enter Cosica 
Who's that? 

Sen. Cosmo Donato, please you. Sir. 

Doge. Oh, our young secretary ? Sit l^ me, 
I had just missed thee, Cosmo. Was thy friend 
Content ? 

Cos. Oh, never gratitude was clothed 
In such pure joy. I would your Highness saw 
The happiness you caused. 

Doge - Hush! Count Erizzo, 

You were about to speak. 

Ebiz. I was ; and yet 

I gladly would delay, gladly resign 
A painful duty. 

Doge. If it touch me, Sir, 

SpeaL 

Ebiz. Is there not, my lord, a law in Venice, 
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That if the Doge, by sickness, grief, or age. 
Become incapable, he be removed P 

Doge. There is. Say on. 

Ebiz. What need I to say more ! 

Know we not all the good Doge Foscari 
Is turned of fourscore years ? Fitter for him 
To lay down the proud bonnet, which doth weigh 
So heavily on those white hairs, and pass 
In calm, serene repose the evening hours 
Of his unsullied life. So shall his sun. 
Setting in tranquil beauty, leave a train 
Of pure and cloudless light ; so praised and loved 
Shall he sink down to rest. 

Doge. This is not all. 

On, on, my lord ! 

Ebiz. Fitter for us a man 

Who shall remember in this state of Venice 
There is another power great as himself. 
And greater than the people. Howsoe'er, 
Thou hast the bearii^, Doge, of a bom prince. 
To us, thy subjects, thou art but the head 
Of the Venetian nobles. Thy proud rank 
Was given by them, thy equals. Each great name 
That now surrounds thee hath in turn adorned 
Thy splendid office. Not a noble house 
But is a link in the resplendent chain 
Of old Venetian story. We are bom 
Lords of the Adriatic; not a name 
But hath been vowed her spouse. Think not such names 
Are common sounds ; they have a music in them. 
An odorous recollection, they are part 
Of the old glorious past. Their country knows 
And loves the lofty echo which gives back 
The memory of the buried great ; and we 
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Tkeir sons — Oh, our own names are watchwords to ns 

That call to valour and to victorj. 

To goodness and to freedom. This hast thon 

Forgotten. Every creeping artizan, 

Everj hard-handed smoky slave is nearer 

To onr great Doge than we : to them all smiles 

And princely graciousness — ^to ns all frowns 

And kingly pride. Fitter for ns a Doge 

Of a congenial spirit, to preside 

Over onr councils, and to gnard and guide 

The Senate and ike State. 

Zeko. Perhaps Erizzo 

Would deign to wear this care-encompass'd crown ? 
Fy! fy! 

Ebiz. My voice is for Donato, Sir ! 

Cos. My father Doge of Venice ? Never ! Never ! 
He will not, must not, shall not ! All the world 
Would Join in one reproach ; the very stones i v 

Of Venice would cry out ; and we, his children — 
Oh, we should die of grief and shame ! What he 
Supplant his friend, his dearest friend ! Oh, never ! 
Father, thou wilt not ? 

Sen. Silence ! 

£eiz. Signer Cosmo, 

Thou art not yet a senator. 

Cos. My lords, 

I pray your pardon ; but if I had seen 
A venomed serpent coiling round his limbs 
And pressing him within its deadly clasp, 
Would ye have blamed the cry that Nature sent ? 
Thou wilt not be the Doge ? 

Don. Never ! 

Cos. My father, 

Forgive me that I feared. How could I fear ! 

F 3 
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Forgive me. 

Doge. Noble boy !— Hast thou said all ? 
That I am old, and that I love the people P 
Are these my crimes P Oh, I am doubly guilty ! 
I love them all, even ye that love me not ! 
I cannot choose but love ye, for ye are 
Venetians, quick, and proud, and sparkling-eyed, 
Venetians brave and free. Ye are the lords 
Of the bright sea-built city, beautiful 
As storied Athens ; or the gorgeous pride 
Of Borne, eternal Bjome ; greater than kings 
Are ye, Venetian nobles — ^ye are free ; 
And that is greatness and nobility. 
The source and end of power. That I have made 
Liberty common as the common air. 
The sun-light, or the rippling waves that wash 
Our walls ; that every citizen hath been 
Free as a senator ; that I have ruled 
In our fair Venice, as a father rules 
In his dear household, nothing intermitting 
Of needful discipline, but quenching fear 
In an indulgent kindness ; these ye call 
My crimes. These are my boasts. Yes, I do love 
The honest arfcizans ; there's not a face 
That smiles up at me with a kindly eye 
But sends a warmth into my heart, a glow 
Of buoyant youthfulness. Age doth not freeze 
Our human sympathies ; the sap foils not. 
Although the trunk be rugged. Age can feel. 
And think, and act. Oh, noble senat;c»rs. 
Ye do mistake my crime. I am too young ; 
I am not like to die ; and they who wait 
Wax weary for my seat. I do not dote. 
My Lord Erizzo ; yet — [Shouts without . 
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Foscari! Foscari! 

Doge. Wliat mean those shouts P 

Cos. Fraucesco Foscari ! 

There lives no other, whom a grateful people 
Would greet as with one heart. 

EfUer FoscAEi. 

Zeko. My Lord Francesco ! 

Doge. My son, my very son ! Now I am young 
And great and happy ! Now I re%n again. 
My noblest son ! 

Fos. Father ! Why this is joy 

Deeper than victory ! Dost feel my heart ? 

Doge. Art thou unhurt ? 

Fos. Untouched. I ahnost shame 

To want one glorious scar. How well he is 1 
What fire is in his eyes ! Cosmo, thou too ! — 
But I have tidings that the Doge must hear 
Upon his tiirone. High tidings, gracious lords ! 
My father, — ^take thy state. 

£eiz. [Aside.'] Lost ! lost ! All lost ! 

Another hour and that most hated boy 
Had been most welcome ! 

Fos. [To CosMO.] Still as lovely, Cosmo ? 

And still as true ? 

Cos. Yes! Yes! 

Fos. Will not the Doge 

Ajssume the accustomed seat ? 

Doge. My son, these lords, 

These senators, these mighty ones of Yenice 
Have found thy father old. Hadst thou returned 
Some half-hour later, thou hadst seen the throne 
Filled by Donato, or his cousin Count. 
Which hath thy voice, Francesco ? 
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Fos. Thou not Doge ! 

Erizzo climb into thy honoured seat. 
Honoured by thee ! Or thou, Donato, thou 
Join with this false, ungrateful, heartless Senate, 
This shadow and this mockery of wisdom. 
To cast aside the best and truest heart 
That ever made our Venice rich and proud. 
And great and happy, to throw off thy prince 
Like an old garment ! Shame ! Thou that didst call 
Thyself his friend ! Shame ! shame ! My dearest Ck)smo, 
This was a grief to thee. Oh, shame ! shame ! shame ! 

Don. Rated again, and by a boy ! I tell thee 
I would not be the Doge. 

Zend. My Lord Francesco, 

Thy tidings. 

Fos. Take thy state. Doge Foscari. 

From thee did I receive my maiden sword. 
From thee my high commission ; to none other 
Will I resign them. Senators of Venice ! 
Ligrates ! I bring ye victory and peace. 
Victorious peace ! Brescia is free, and Milan 
Sues at your feet for peace. Her haughty Duke 
Is Sforza's prisoner, — ^my prisoner. Doge, 
And Sforza weds his heir. 

Don. Ha ! 

Fos. [Giving letters to the Doge.] Eight days hence 
He will be here. S6e what he writes, my lord. 
The Senate is amazed ; yet from the field 
We sent ye somewhat of this glorious tale. 

Ebiz. Those letters reached not Venice. 

Fos. Count Erizzo, 

I met the messenger, and staid my horse ' 

To ask him of my father. He had stopt 
Short of the palace, but had safely given 
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The packet to a senator. Erizzo, 
Thou wast the man. Look at him, ye that ever 
Saw guilt ooze out in shame ! Nay, tremble not ; 
I pardon thee. There is no other vengeance 
For low dishonour. It would stauj my sword 
To dip it in thy blood. 

Emz. My Lord Erancesco, 

I yet may find a time — 

Fos. I pardon thee* 

Doge. Sforza says here, this Brescian victory 
Was gained by thee. Zeno, read there— just there. 

Fos. Here is the treaty. Doge, already signed 
By Milan, Sforza, and myself : add thou 
Thy venerable name. Doge Foscari. 
So— having crowned a long and glorious reign 
With glorious peace, let me, thy son, pluck off 
This envied bonnet from thy honoured head. 
Wear it the worthiest ! Never will it dig^ sJ 

Within its golden circlet such high thoughts. 
Such a brave love of freedom, such a warm 
And generous faith in man. Proud lords of Venice, 
Ye ne'er deserved him. My good sword, lie there ! 
I am no more your general. Pass we forth 
Together, my dear father, private men — 
Eich in the only wealth the world can give, 
A spotless name. 

Doge. Bichest in thee. Nay, Zeno ! 

Zend. Ye must not leave us, lords. Doge, if again 
We had to choose, our choice again would fall 
On Foscari. Is't not so P 

Eeiz. [Apart to a Sen.] Sail with the stream — 
Foscari ! — ^I'U find a time — 

Sbnatob!^. Foscari! Foscari! 

Doge. One still is silent. 
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Cos. Now, my fftther, now ! 

For thy fame's sake. 

Don. On Foscaii. 

Cos. Thanks ! Thanks ! 

Now dare 1 look upon that reyerend &oe. 
And grasp this hand again. 

Fos. Did we not know thee ! 

Doge. Senators, oonntiymen, at your behest 
I wear once more the crown. 

Fos. Oh, no ! no ! no ! 

Bear not again that burthen. 

Doge. My Francesco, 

Take up thy sword again, thy knightly sword — 
1 am too proud of thee ! — ^thy stainless sword ! 
Now, good my brds, onr feUow-citizens 
Must be made happy in this glorious tale. 
First to proclaim the peace ; then, with meek hearts, 
Lowlily, with a steadfast thankfokess, 
Pour out our homage to the Lord of Peace 
In his own temple. This high duty o'er, 
I bid ye to the palace ; we must grace 
Our soldier with some revehy. Donato, 
Thou wilt be there, and Cosmo — ^will ye not P 
And our Camilla, lady of the feast, 
And of the heart. Come to us, dear Donato. 

Ebiz. [Apart to Don.] Are all his taunts forgotten ? 

Don. No! I cannot. 

Doge. Think better of it. Zeno !— Follow soon 
Francesco ! — Zeno, is this storm the end 
Of our dark prophecy ? \_Esit Doge, Zeno, and Sen. 

Fos. Signor Donato, 

1 have a feeling here of deep old love 
That tolls me I have wronged thee. If I have. 
Forgive me ! 
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Cos. Father^ canst thou turn away 
When Eoscari speaks those words which mortal ear 
Ne'er heard him utter P 

Fos. If I did mistake, 

*Twas in my father's cause ; 'twas such a wrong 
As C!osmo would have done for thee. Porgive me. 
For her dear sake. 

Ebiz. [To Dok.] Remember, " Shame !" 

Don. Erizzo, 

Think'st thou I can forget ! Not even for her. 
Stay me not, Cosmo. [Exit Donato. 

Cos. Go, for I can trust 

Thy kind heart, father ! Love, who is so strong 
In gentleness. Love and his bondsman Time 
Will conquer anger. We must now submit. 
To-morrow — 

Fos. ' Oh I what a long life of love 
Must I give up ! To-morrow ! I am here. 
Here in this happy Venice, which she makes 
The palace of her beauty, where the air 
Is sweetened by her breath, and her young voice 
Floats on the breeze like music. I am here — 
Divided from her but by envious walls. 
Clouds that conceal my sun. Hadst thou but seen 
How I urged on my mettled courser's speed. 
My matchless Barbaiy horse, till his pure jet 
Was pounced with snowy flakes ; or how I strove 
To graft my hot impatience on the duU 
And sluggbh boatmen ; or with what a stroke 
I cleft the water ; or how leapt ashore— 

Cos. I can believe 't — 

Fos. That I might sooner gain 

By one half-hour her presence ! And to bear 
This longing till to-morrow 1 Thou must say 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



112 FOSCABI. [act II. 

All this and more, much more, of love and hope 
And fond impatience. Tell her — 

Cos. Thou thyself 

Shalt tell her these sweet things, mixed with a world 
Of lovers' eloquence, of looks and sighs, 
And broken words. Ay, Foscari, thou thyself! 

Fos. But how P Where ? When P 

Cos. To-night. For one short hour 

Steal from the feast its hero. My good father, 
Who, like a bird, foreruns the summer sun, 
Seeks his nest early. Thou mayst ask for me 
And find Camilla. 

Fos. Blessings on thee, friend ! 

Eeiz. To-night ! [EartV. 

Fos. We have a hearer. 

Cos. He is gone. 

Fos. Beware that smooth Erizzo, dearest Cosmo, 
Beware! 

Cos. Nay, Foscari, let me caution thee 
Beware suspicion I Think him innocent 
Till thou hast proved him guilty. Blackening doubt 
Beseems not thy clear breast. Sweep it away. 

Fos. Oh, how I love the beautiful mistakes 
Of thy unbounded charity ! That man — 
Bidst thou not see him whispering Donato ? 
We will not think of him. Doth my Camilla 
Talk of me often? 

Cos. Yes. 

Fos. Oh, I was sure I 

But it is such a joy to hear that yes ! 
Doth she— [Shouts without 

Cos. Hark ! thou art called. The citizens 
Demand their General. Go ! 

Fos. I'd rather face 
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An enemy in battle. 

Cos. Thou wast wont 

To love the people, Foscari. 

Fos. I would drain 

The last drop in my veins for them and freedom ; 
But these loud shouts, this popular acclaim. 
This withering, perishing blast of vulgar praise. 
Whose noisy echoes do shake off the flush 
Of Fame's young blossoms — Oh, I hate them all ! 
True honour should be silent, spotless, bright. 
Enduring ; trembling even at the breath 
That woos her beauty. 

Cos. Come. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IT. 

. A Room in the Erizzo Palace, 

Count Erizzo entering, 

Ebiz. Seek Signor Celso. — ^Baffled, spumed, contemned. 
Pardoned — ^the insolent ! But he shall feel — 
All lost ! For old Donate, shallow fool. 
Hath in his anger a relenting spirit 
And will yield easy way at the first tear 
The fair Camilla sheds — ^the very first ! 
She hath but to cry Father, and to hang 
About his neck, and his light wrath will melt 
Like snowflakes in that rain. How the duU Senate 
Cowered at the haughty soldier's feet ! Even I — 
Thinks he 1 too can pardon ! He shall find 
My hate immortal. Nothing stands between 
Me and the crown but Foscari. To-night — 
This Celso, as I have good cause to know. 
Can wield a dagger well — to-night he goes 
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To meet his lady-love— to-night — alone— 
I can detain yonng Cosmo. 

EiUer CxLSO. 

Celso, Mend, 
Thou comest at a wish. Where hast thou been ? 

Cel. Where I am stunned with shouts of Foscari, 
And dazzled with the glare of tinselled gauds 
Hung out to honour him. The palaces 
Are clothed with tissues, velvets, cloths of gold 
And richer tapestry. The canals all strewed 
With floating flowers, through which dark gondolas 
Dart as through some bright garden. All is lost, 
And I must leave dear Venice. Count, farewell ! 

Ebiz. Why must thou go ? 

Cel. Ask my hard creditors. 

Eriz. Celso, I have a thousand ducats here ' 
For him that rids me of a clinging plague. 

Cel. a thousand ducats ! 

Ebiz. Hast thou still thy dagger ? 

In, and I'll tell thee more. This very night ! 

[Exeunt, 



END OF ACT H. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

An Apartmen4 in the Donaio Palace, 

Doif ATOf Camilla, and Lauba. 

Lau. Camilla, why so drooping ? 

Cam. This hath been 

A long and weary day ; there is a heat, 
A gloom, a heavy closeness. See, this rose 
Is withering too, that was so fresh and fair — 
The white mnsk-rose — that which he used to love. 

Lau. It was no day for Venice. *Twonld have been 
A calm sweet stillness in our country home, 
Bowered amid green leaves and growing flowers, 
With fragrant airs about us, and soft light. 
And rustling birds. 

DoK. The sky portends a storm. 

To bed, Camilla I 

Cam. Father ! dearest father. 
Have I displeased thee ? 

Don. No! To bed! To bed! 

Laura, good night. [Exit, 
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Cam. He used to call me child. 

His dearest child; and when I grasped his hand 
Would hold me from him with a long fond gaze. 
And stroke my hair and kiss my brow, and bid 
Heaven bless his sweet Camilla; And to-night 
Nought but to bed I to bed ! 

Lau. Belieye it, cousin, 

A thing of accident. 

Cam. And Cosmo comes not ; 

He sends not to me — ^he that never broke 
His plighted word before ! And Laura ! Laura ! 
Foscari is in Yenice, is returned 
Triumphant, and he comes not, sends not, Laura» 
And when 1 ask of him my father frowns 
Sternly on his poor child. 

Re-enter Donato. 

Don. My pretty one, 

1 could not go to rest tiU 1 had said 
Heaven bless thee ! 

Cam. My dear father ! 

Don. What is this? 

AtearP 

Cam. Oh ! gratitude, and love, and joy 
Are in that tear, dear father ! — ^and one doubt— 
One fear — 

Don. Sweetest, good night I 

Cam. Eoscari, father P 

Don. To bed, my own Camilla ! [Exit. 

Cam. Not a word. 

Lau. Something works in him deeply. 

Cam. Yet how kind. 

How exquisitely fond ! Cosmo must know. 
And, Laura> Cosmo never flies from thee« 
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And thoumay'st ask— 

Lau. I will, I will, sweet Coz ! 

Look, dearest, at the glancing gondolas 
Shooting along, each with its little light, 
Like stars upon the water. Whither go they P 

Cam. To the proud Ducal Palace, where they hold 
High feasting in his honour. There the dance. 
And the quaint masque, and music's soffcer strains 
Minister to his praises. 

Lau. And the ear 

That would drink in so eagerly that sweet praise, 
The heart that would leap up at every sound 
Eejoicing, the glad eyes — ^Would thou wert there ! 

Cam. Ah ! would 1 were, since Eoscari is there ; 
That is enough for me ! Where'er he is. 
In tent or battle-field — Hark ! what is that P 
That music? Oh 'tis he! 'tisFoscari! 
Dost thou not know the strain, the wandering strain. 
Trembling and floating like a spirif s song. 
With many a — Hark again ! — ^'Tis he ! 'tis he ! 
That air belongs to him even as a name ; 
It thrills my very heart. Am I not pale P 

Lau. No ; the bright blood floats trembling in thy cheek. 
Most like that wandering music. 

Cam. There is pain 

In this excess of joy 

Lau. He comes. 

Enter Foscari. 

Fos. Camilla ! 

Sweetest Camilla ! 

Cam. Thou art come at last 

Francesco! 

Fos. My Camilla — Come at last ! 
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Wliy is this chiding ! Canst thou chide, Camilla ? 

Latt. Ay, or she were no woman. 

Po8. Lady Laura ! 

Forgive me that 1 saw thee not. Camilla, 
Chide on— nay, thou art smiling— Come begin ! 
I'd rather hear thy chidings than the praise 
Of all the world beside. Let me but hear 
Thy voice, whatever thon speakest. 

Cam. Dear Francesco, 

Thon hast been long away. 

Fos. Oh, very long ! 

Cam. And where? 

Fos. Away from thee. That is enough ; 

Where thou art not I keep no count of place. 
Nor time, nor speech, nor act. 

Cam. Yet tell me where. 

Fos. Where I have dreamt of courts and camps and fields 
Of glorious battle. A long weary dream 
To him, who loves to bask him in thy smiles. 
And live upon thy words. 

Cam. Yet hast thou lost 

Ten weary hours to-day. 

Fos. Why this, indeed. 

Is chiding, my Camilla. I have been 
At the Palace, at the Senate Hall, at Church, 
Have undergone a grand procession, love. 
And a long dreary feast. 

Cam. And is that all? 

Fos. And is not that enough P Would'st thou crowd in 
More tediousness P Oh, thou unmerciful ! 

Cam. But why not first — sure he is thinner, Laura, 
Thinner and paler P 

Lat7. Nay, he is the same. 

Cma. Why not first come to me P 
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Fos. Perhaps I love 

To visit my heart's treasure by that light 
When misers seek their bnried hoards ; to steal 
Upon the loved one, like a mermaid's song. 
Unseen and floating between sea and sky ; 
To creep upon her in love's loveliest hour, 
Not in her daylight beauty with the glare 
Of the bright sun around her, but thus pure 
And white and delicate, under the cool moon 
Or lamp of alabaster. Thus I love 
To think of thee, Camilla ; thus with flowers 
About thee and fresh air, and such a light. 
And such a stiUness ; thus I dream of thee. 
Sleeping or waking. 

Cah. Dost thou dream of me ? 

Fos. Do I ! without that lovely mockery. 
That sweet unreal joy, how could I live 
When we are parted P Do I dream of thee ! 
Dearest, what aib thee ? Thou art not to-night 
As thou art wont, thine eyes avoid my gaze. 
Thy white hand trembles and turns cold in mine. 
What ails thee, dearest P Hast thou heard — ^What fear 
Disturbs thee thus, Camilla P 

Cam. 1 will tell thee. 

Cosmo is absent ; my dear father grieved ; 
There is high feasting in thy princely home 
And I not there ; and thou not here tiU now, 
At midnight, when my father sleeps, and Cosmo 
Is still away. Are ye all friends P Say Foscari, 
The very truth. 

Fos. Well ! Thou shalt hear the truth. 

Cheer thee ! 'Tis nought to weep for. At the Senate 
There were to-day some hasty words. Erizzo, 
Thy subtle kinsman, he was most to blame — 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



120 FOSCAEI. [act III. 

I was too hot, too rash; but I implored 
Donato's pardon, and am half forgiven; 
Though yielding to the crafty Count, he shunned 
To sup with us to-night. 

Cam. Ah! I had feared— 

Fos. There is no cause for fear. This sudden storm 
Is but a July shower that sweeps away 
The o'erblown roses. Cosmo is our friend. 
Our truest warmest friend ; and well thou know'st 
Thy father's kindly heart ; he loves thee so ; 
Ay, and he loves me too ; and he shall love me 
Better than ever. 

Lau. He shall love ! Lord Poscari, 

Thou'rt a true soldier. Wilt thou conquer love P 

Tos. Surely. 

Latj. And how ? 

Fos. By love and gratitude. 

And deep respect, and true observance, Laura. 
Shake not thy head, Camilla. He shall love me. 
What ! is he not thy father P Smile on me. 
Think'st thou that if I feared to lose thee, I 
Should be thus tranquil P 

[Exit Lattba, 

Cam. No. But at my heart 

There is a heavy sense of coming pain, 
A deep and sad foreboding. 

Fos. Thou hast been 

Vexed to-day, sweetest, and thy weary thoughts 
Tinge the bright future with the gloomy past. 

Cam. Well, be it so. And yet I would to heaven 
That this one night were over ! — ^Where is Laura P 

Fos. She glided o£P, with a kind parting smile. 
And a quick sparkle in her eye, that said 
Ye will not miss me ! 
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Cam, ' Ay, her merry glance ; 

But we do miss her. 'Twas a saucy thought. 
My pretty gentle Laura ! 

Tos. She is grown. 

Cam. Yes, tall and beautiful and rarely good. 
Oh 'tis the kindest heart ! We think she'll make — 
What is that noise P 

Fos. Nothing. A distant door. 

What startles thee, Camilla P 

Cam. My own heart. 

Hark how it beats, pamfolly, fearfully ! 
Hush ! hush ! Again that noise ! 

Fos. 'Tis thunder, love, 

And that hath stirred thy spirits. Cheer thee, dearest ; 
A soldier's wife should be as brave as steel. 
What didst thou say of Laura ? 

Cam. She will make 

A sweeet wife for our Cosmo. 

Fos. And doth he 

Love the young beauty P 

Cam. He hath scarce forgot 

To treat her as a child, the dearest child. 
The loveliest and the gentlest, — but a child. 
Francesco, thou must praise her — ^Ha ! again ! 
That is no thunder-clap. My father's door — 
Oh go ! go ! go! 

Fos. My dear Camilla, no ! 

Thou canst not fear me, I will be as calm. 
As humble — 

Cam. Go ! go ! go ! I die with fear ; — 

He is so rash, so sudden ; — He will kill thee ! 

Fob. Here I under his own roof! Li thy dear sight ! 
Thy own dear father I 

Cam. He will part us, Foscari ! 

VOL. I. G 
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Go! 

Fo8. Well, I go. But my Camilla— 

Cam. Go r 

Fos. Dearest, farewell ! 

Cam. Not that way !— fhat ! there ! there ! 

Leap from the window in the corridor. 
From the low balcony ! 

Fos. Farewell ! [Exit. 

Cam. Fm glad 

That he is gone. Fear hath so mastered me 
I stumble on the level floor. Thank Heaven 
They are both safe, my dearest Foscari, 
My dearest father I There's no danger now ; 
And yet the night grows wilder. What a flash ! 
And I have sent him forth into the storm, 
I, that so love him ! I have sent him forth 
Into this awful storm ! Protect him. Heaven ! 
I thought T heard the window — Can those steps 
Be his ? 

Don. {Without) Help! help! base traitor! Foscari! 
Murder ! 

Enter Laura. 

Latj. What's that P 

Cam. Undo the door — ^I cannot — 

Undo the door ! My father ! Exeunt. 

Latj. (Behind the scenes,) Who hath done 
This horrible deed P 

Cam. (Behind the scenes.) My father! murder! murder! 
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SCENE n. 

An illuminated Hall in the Ducal Palace. 
Doge, Count Zeno, Ladies and Gentlemen. 

Doge. Now for some stirring air to wake the spirits 
Of mirth and motion. Sweet ones, to the dance ! 
Where is this Foscari P Gentles, in my youth 
He had been held a recreant that forsook 
The revel, and the light of ladies' eyes, 
And play of twinkling feet. Degenerate boy ! 

Gent. Degenerate days I Ah ! we could tell such tales 
Of the deep merriment, the gorgeous banquets. 
The high festivity of our old time ! 
Thou may'st smile, Zeno, but his Highness knows 
Bright mirth is on the wane. Our puny sons 
Show but faint flashes of their father's fire. 

Zeno. Believe him not, fair maids ! 'Tis but the vaunt 
Of vaunting age. Believe him not. Why, Moro, 
Thy father in those mirthful days hath said 
The same to thee, and his to him ; yet still 
'Tis merry Venice. Forty years to come 
We, too, may boast us of our jovial prime. 
Nor yet the world grow sadder. Fear it not. 
His Highness wiU not join thee, Signor Moro ; 
He is too youthful-hearted. 

Doge. What a bribe 

Is that to aid thy cause ! But Moro's right ; 
We were fine gallants. Niece, I pr'ythee see 
That all are welcomed. Where's thy sister, Julio P 

2nd Gent. Not yet returned from Bome. 

Doge. I would have had 

All the fair stars of Venice here to-night 

G 2 
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Shining in one bright galaxy. 

Gent. We miss 

Signor Bonato's daughter. 

Doge. Ay, indeed, 

My pretty sweet Camilla ! — ^Fair Olivia, 
Let Treyisano lead thee to the dance. 
Were I one ten years younger, trust me, sir, 
rd not resign this hand. Now a light measure. 

[A Dance. 
Is't not a peerless nymph P The youngest Grace 
Leading her linked sisters through the maze 
Of blossom'd myrtles upon Ida's side. 
Is not so light of foot. Rest thee, dear maid. 
What is that? Thunder P 

Zeno. Yes ; a fearful storm. 

It rages awfully. Hark ! there again 1 
/ Doge. Well; we must keep such coil of merriment 

As shall outroar the rattling peal. *"** 

Enter Foscaei. 

Ah, truant ! 
How wilt thou make thy peace P 

Fos. I read no war 

In these fair looks. 

Zeno. Peace is more perilous. 

Fob. Ay, truly, Zeno. 

Zeno. Whither hast thou been ? 

Watching her lattice but to catch a glimpse 
Of the swift slender shadow that glides past 
So gracefully, clouding the soft dim light P 

Fos. Pooh! pooh! 

2eno. And with a true devotion bent 

Uncovered at her shrine P Why thou art wet I 
This is some new device of gallantry, 
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Some trick of Milan coaitship. 

Tos. Tosh, man, tush ! 

Ho! a brisk measure ! Drown with merry notes 
CJount Zeno's merry riddles ! Wilt thou dance 
With me, dear lady P Do not say me No ! 

Lady. Oh no! 

Fos. Why, that should mean. Oh yes ! 

Doge. Good niece. 

Will not the Lady Celia join the dance P 
Seek her. I'm young and light enough to-night 
To mingle there myself. What ails the music ? 
Quicker I Why break they off P Dear Zeno, ask. 

Fos. Murdered ! Lnpossible 1 I only left — 
' I am myself — It cannot be. Play on ! 
On with the dance I 

Gent. Here is a man hath seen him, 

One who still shakes with fear. 

Fos. Bring him to me ! 

Where is he? Where? 

Doge. Zeno, what is this tale P 

Zend. A tale of horror ! 

Enter Eeizzo. 

Eeiz. Justice, Doge of Venice 1 

A senator lies reeking in his blood. 
Murdered in his own palace. Justice, Doge ! 

Fos. What senator ? 

Eeiz. Canst thou ask that P Donato. 

Doge. Donato murdered ! the beloved Donato ! 
The second name of Venice I Mine old friend I 
Lords, to the council. This is not a tale 
For woman's gentleness. Good night to all. 

[JExeuttt Ladies, and 9ome Gentlemen. 
Would he had ta'en my hand I 
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Fob. He is not dead- 

It must be false, it shall be ! 

Ebiz. What dost thou 

Doubt of Donato's death P Thou P 

Fos. Hearken, Doge ! 

His voice hath mockery in it, sharp and loud 
As the clear ring of metals : he speaks not 
As we, who heard the tale, in broken words 
And breathless ; his teeth chatter not ; his lips 
Are firm ; there is no trembling in his limbs. 
No glare in his keen eyes. None but a fiend. 
Fresh from the reek of murder, could so master 
The human sympathy, the fellowship 
Of Nature and of kind. 

Doge. Yet wherefore — 

Enter Cosmo. 

Cos. Justice! 

Fos. Beloved friend ! 

Cos. OfP ! off! I come for justice. 

For equal justice ! 

DooE. Thou shalt have it. 

Cos. Doge I 

For equal justice ! 

Doge Was he not my friend ? 

Am I not thine P 

Cos. Ay — so the murderer said ! — 

Friend I the word chokes me. 

Fos. Grief hath turned his brain. 

Doge. Thou shalt have justice. 

Cos. 'Tis no midnight thief. 

No hired assassin, no poor petty villain; — 
This is a fall, as of the morning star, 
A death such as the first great slayer saw 
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Whea Abel lay at his feet, — but I'll have justice I 
There be hearts here will crack, old valiant hearts. 
When they shall hear this tale,— but TH have justice ! 

Doge. Go some one call the guard. [Exit Ebizzo. 

Name the assassin. 

Cos. Have I not P Whither doth he fly ! 

Fos. Camilla ! 

My poor Camilla ! 

Cos. Thine ! And the earth hears him 

And opens not her womb ! The heavens hear 
And launch no thunderbolts ! This work is mine. 
Hold firm my heart.— Cousin ! Erizzo ! 

E/Uer Eeizzo and Guard, 

Ebiz. Seize 

Francesco Foscari. Nay, stand not thus,. 
Grazing on one another. Seize him. Doge, 
He is the murderer. 

DoGB. Away with thee. 

Traitor and slanderer ! He is my son — 
Stir not a man of ye ! — ^My son, the idol 
Of city and of camp. His life hath been 
One blaze of honour, Come to my old arms, — 
Speak not a word — ^thy name is pledge enough. 
My son ! 

Ebiz. Ye know your duty. Seize him, soldiers. 

Fos. Approach me at your periL Know you not 
This very morning how yon serpent lay 
Under my heel unbruised, a thing of scorn ? 
Look not upon us, lords, with doubting eyes. 
Ye dare not doubt me— even to deny 
Is in some sort a stain !— My shield is bright. 
Ye force me to these vaunts ! I could not think 
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A crime. 

Ebiz. Bear hence the murderer. [Aside.'] Palsies wither 
The cowardly arm and plotting brain that feared 
To strike him dead at once 1 [JhudJ] Seize him, I say. 

Eos. Now he that dares ! 

Cos. Francesco Foscari, 

I do arrest thee for this murder. 

Fos. Thou! 

Come forth into the light ! Off with those plumes ! 
Look at me I Is this Cosmo ? Hath some fiend 
Put on that shape P Speak to me ! 

Cos. Murderer I 

Fos. To-day he called me brother ! — ^Deal with me 
Even as ye will. 

Ebiz. Look to him, soldiers, well. 

That he escape not. 

Fos. Sir, the Foscari 

Know not what that word means. I wait your pleasure. 

Cos. Boge ! Doth he hear me F Once I could have wept 
For such a grief, for him ; now I am steeled 
By merciless misery, made pitiless 
By one that hath no pity. Look ! he stands 
With such a calm of virtue on his brow. 
As if he would outface the all-seeing God 
With that proud seeming. Foscari, the dead 
Shall cry aloud in heaven, and I on earth 
Till vengeance overtake thee. Doge of Venice, 
I call on thee for justice on thy son. 

Fos. Father 1 — Oh, start not !— I am innocent. 
Hear that, and breathe again. Sir, I commit 
My life, my honour, the unsullied name 
Of my great ancestors, of him the greatest. 
My living father— even his name I trust 
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To my just cause, and the just laws of Venice. 
I am your prisoner. 

[Exeunt 'FoscABJ, guarded, Ebizzo, and Ck)8M0. 

Zeno. Doge ! 

Doge. Those lights ! Those lights ! 

They pierce my eye-balls, dart into my brain ! 
If there be any pity left i' the world. 
Make me a darkness and a silence, Zeno, 
That I may pray. 

Zeno. Lead to his chamber, Sirs. [Exeunt, 



END 07 ACT IH. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

A Hall of Juitice, 

Enter Cosmo, Eeizzo, Semtors, and Officers, 

Ebiz. Is all prepared for trial ? 

OmcEB. All. The Doge 

Approaches. 

Sen. WiU the Doge preside P 

2nd Sen. He comes. 

How different from his step of yesterday ! 
How hurried, yet how slow ! 

^»/tfr Doge tf/M^ Count Zend. 

Zeno. Let me assist 

Your Highness. 

Doge. No. 

Zend. His robes encumber him ; 

Support them. 

DoGB. Why will you torment me, sir, 

With this officious care ? These flowers are naught. 
Go bring me pungent herbs, hyssop and rue 
^d rosemary ; odours that keep in sense — 
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I have forgot my handkerchief. 

Zeno. Take this. 

DooE. I am an old man newly stung with grief — 
Thou hast forgiven me, Zeno P Are ye ready P 
Where is the accuser P 

Emz. May it please your Highness 

Call forth the prisoner. 

EtUer FoscABi, guarded. 

Cos. Oh, not thou, good Doge; 

Spare those white hairs ! 

DooE. Dare not to pity me ! 

Sir, those white hairs are lichens on a rock. 
I tell ye, sirs, since yesternight my blood ( 

Is dried up in my veins, my heart is turned 
To stone ; but I am Doge of Venice still 
And know my office. Fear me not. Francesco ! 
Francesco Foscari — Sir, is he there P 
My eyes are old and dim. 

Fob. I am here, father ! 

Doge ! I am here. 

Doge. Francesco Foscari, 

Thou art arraigned for the foul midnight murder 
Of the senator Donate. Art thou innocent P 
Or guiltyP 

Fod. Canst thou ask P The fresh-bom babe 
That knows not yet the guiltiness of thought. 
Is not from such crime whiter. 

Doge. Gracious Heaven 

I thank thee ! Now the weight is off my soul. 
I sinned in my black fear. Where'si the accuser ? 
Let him stand forth. Cosmo — Signer Donato, 
SpeaL, 

Eeiz. Look with how calm and proud a mien 
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The murderer stands, whilst the poor son conceals 
His face against the wall. 

Doge. Speak, pr'ythee, speak. 

Cos. Alas ! alas ! I cannot. We were friends 
Even from earliest childhood. I loved him — 
Oh, how I loved him ! A.j, and he loved me. 
With a protecting love, the firmest love ; 
Tor stronger, bolder, hardier, he to me 
Was as an elder brother. And his home 
Was mine, and mine was his — Oh, he has sate 
A hundred times on that dear father's knee. 
His little head nestling against that breast, 
Where now — Oh, Foscari, hadst thou slain me, 
Mj last word had been pardon I Bat my father. 
And with a steadftkst and unaltenng cheek 
To listen — 

Fos. Cosmo! I am innocent. 
Yet, Heaven knows, I grieve — 

Cos. Camilla's father — 

Poor, poor Camilla ! 

Ebiz. (Aside.) Ah, thou hast it now ! 
'Tis a fair woman's soft and liquid name 
That stings thy soul ! Good, good. — ^Ho 1 Officer ! 

[Apart to an Officer, giving Urn a paper. 
Deliver that and bring the witness hither, 
Look thou take no excuse. [Exit Officer. 

Doge. Signor Donato, 

I pray you check these pardonable tears. 
Were this a place for passion, whafs thy grief 
Measured with mine P The death of all thy name 
To this suspense, this agony, this shame. 
That eats away the soul? What is thy grief — 
Master thyself, I say. Erancesco Foscari ^ 

Stands there to answer to thy charge of murder : 
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Produce thy proofs. 

Emz. Bring in the corse. My lord, 

And ye, the equal judges, spare the son 
This miserable duty. I can tell. 
For I by chance was there, this tale of blood 
And mystery. The late unhappy feud 
Is known to alL Eetuming from St. Mark's 
With my young kinsman in his gondola — 
For I had missed of mine — ^we landed dose , 
To the Donato Palace, as the bell 
Was tolling midnight. 'Twas an awful storm ; 
But by the flashing lightning we saw one 
Leap from the balcony — a cavalier 
Splendid in dress and air. The lightning glared 
Full on his face and habit, unconcealed 
By hat or cloak, and instantly we knew 
Francesco Foscari 

Zeno. Art sure of that ? 

Cos. Oh, sure ! Too sure ! 

Ebiz. He passed so close. Count Zeno, 

That my cloak brushed his vest ; but sprang aside. 
As he had met an adder, and leaped down 
Into a waiting gondola. I call'd. 
But Foscari answered not ; and Cosmo spake. 
Betwixt a sigh and smile, of fair Camilla, 
Of their long loves, and of the morning's ire. 
And how he hoped this dark and sudden doud 
Would speedily pass away. Even as he spake. 
Whilst loitering on the steps, we heard a shriek 
Within the house, so piercing, so prolonged. 
So bom of bitter anguish — ^to this hour 
That shriek is ringing in mine ears ! And when, 
Wit^ trembling hearts and faUing limbs, we scaled 
The stairs, we saw Donato bathed in blood. 
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And poor Camilla lying on his breast, 

Her arms strained ronnd his neck, as if she tried 

To keep in his dear life. [The cone brought in. 

The bloody witness 
Of this foul deed is here. 

Fos. Poor, good old man ! 

This is a grievons sight. 

Doge. Oh! wonld to Heaven 

That I so lay, and so — ^I pray thee, on. 
Where are thy proofs ? 

Ebiz. They shall come soon enoogh 

Donato, ronse thee ! Look upon those wounds ! 
Think on the honoured dead ! 

Cos. I dare not think. 

For thought is frenzy. Lords ! the Count Erizzo 
Hath told ye how we found the corse. This sword. 
The well-known sword of Foscari, was plunged 
Deep in his gory breast ; beside him lay 
This hat and cloak, the splendid soldier's garb 
Of Foscari; no man had approached the house 
Save only Foscari ; and his last word. 
Mingled with cries of murder and of help. 
Was " Foscari." Is that sword thine ? Disown it, 
And, against oath and proof and circumstance. 
Thy word — thy naked word — Disown that sword. 
And give me back the blessed faith that trusts 
In man my fellow I Look upon it weU. 

Fos. 'Tis mine. 

Cos. He's guilty. 'Twas the last faint hope 
On this side Heaven. 

Doge. Cosmo ! It is not his — 

He knows not what he says — Give me the sword. 

Fos. 'Tis mine; that which lay sheathed in victory 
Before ye yesterday ; that which I bore 
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Triiunphing tlirongh the battle. What a bkze 

Streamed from the sparkling steel~*how bright, how pure. 

How glorious, how like the light of Fame— 

A wild and dazzUng fire ! Both, both are quenched. 

The sword is mine ; but of this foulest deed 

I am as ignorant as the senseless blade. 

Zeno. Who heard Donato call on Foscari ? 

Ebiz. Doge, thou hast asked for pro(^, for witnesses ; 
I have one here. Officer, hast thou brought 
The lady? 

OiTiCEB. She attends. 

Ebjz. Go, lead her in. lExit Officer. 

Cos. What lady P Sure thou canst not mean — 

Enter Officer, leading Camilla. 

Fos. Camilla! 

Cos. She walks as in a heavy dream ; her senses 
Are stupified by sorrow. Count Erizzo, 
Why didst thou send for her P Why bring her here ? 
Had we not breaking hearts enow before 
Without poor, poor Camilla? 

Ebiz. She al<nie. 

Heard his last dying -^ords. Lady Camilla ! 

Cos. She neither sees nor hears ; she is herself 
A moving corse. 

Eehz. Camilla I Speak to her. 

Cos. Sister ! Heaven shield her senses ! She is deaf 
Even to my voice. Dear sister ! 

Ekiz. Lead her towards 

The body. So 1 she sees it. 

Cam. Father! Father! 

Have I found thee, dear father ? Let me sit 
Here at thy feet, and lean my aching head 
Against thy knee — Oh, how it throbs ! — and bury 
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My face within thy cloak. What ails me, father. 
That my heart flutters so ! Feel here— He's cohi ! 
He's dead! He's dead! 

Ebiz. Camilla 1 

Cam. Who art thou? 

Where am I ? Wherefore have ye dragged me forth 
Into the glare of day — Oh, cruel I cruel !^ 
Amongst strange men ? Where am I ? Foscari ! Now 
I have a comforter. Have they not told thee 
That I am fatherless P Dost weep for me ? 
For me ? 

Eriz. Leave him; he is a murderer. 
Thy father's murderer ! 

Cam. Who dared say that ? 

Francesco, speak to me ! 

Ebiz. Pollute her not ! 

Touch not her garments ! Fly his very sight — 
He slew thy father. 

Cam. Ha! Again! Again! 

Cosmo, this man is false. Is he not, Cosmo ? 
Is he not all one falsehood P Answer me. 
I will kneel to thee, Cosmo, for a word, 
A sign. Press but my hand. He lets it fall ! 

Cos. Sister — ^I cannot tell her. 

Eriz. Thou thyself 

Art witness to his crime. 

Cam. I never knew 

Aught of him but his virtues. 

Ebiz. Noble lady. 

Thou art before the assembled power of Venice, 
Before thy father's corse, before high Heaven — 
Answer me truly, lady — ^Didst thou hear 
Thy murdered father call on Foscari P 

Cam. Ah ! he is innocent. 
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Ebiz. Didst thou not hear 
Foscari's name mixed with his dying shriek P 

Cam. He's innocent ! Oh, I would stake my life 
On Foscari's innocence. 

Doge. Beloved child ! 

Gam. Ah! Art thou there? Release himl Set him 
free! 
Thou art the Doge, the mighty Doge of Venice, 
Thou hast the power to free him. Save him now 
From my hard kinsman ! Save him I I rememher, 
When I was hut a little child, I craved 
The grace of a poor galley-slave, and thou , 
Didst pardon him and set him free as air ; — 
Wilt thou not save thy son, and such a son, 
Who is as clear of this foul sin as thou ? 
Cosmo, kneel with me ! 

Cos. I have knelt for justice ; 

And now again — 

Cam. For mercy I mercy! 

Ebiz. Answer ! 

Demand her answer. Doge. She is a witness. 
Command her by thy power ; thou art the Judge. 

Doge. I am, I am. Ye should have Dukes of stone. 
But this is flesh. Camilla, I am not 
A King, who wears fair mercy on the cross 
Of his bright diadem ; I have no power 
Save as the whetted axe to strike and slay, 
A will-less instrument of the iron law 
Of Venice. Daughter— Thou that shouldst have been 
My daughter, we are martyrs at the stake. 
And must endure. Shall we not copy him. 
Who stands there with so brave a constancy. 
Patient, unfaltering P Let us choose the right. 
And leave the event to Heaven. Speak, my dear child. | 
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Cam. Heaven guide me then! Lords, I am here an 
orphan. 
The orphan of one day.— But yesternight — 
Oh ! did ye ever see a father die P 

Cos. Calm thee, my sister. 

Cam. And ye drag me hither — 

Ye call me to hear witness — me, a woman ; 
A wretched, helpless woman ! — Against him. 
Whom — ^ye are merciless — ye have no touch 
Of pity or of manhood ! Do your worst ; 
I will not answer ye. 

Fos. Oh, woman's love. 

Pure nurse of kind and charitable thoughts. 
Wiser than wisdom, instinct of the soul. 
How do I bless thee, holiest love ! Camilla, 
My brave and true Camilla, thou hast dropt 
Balm in the festering wound. Yet answer them. 
I cannot fear the truth. Ask her once more. 

Ekiz. Were not the last words that Donato spake 
Foscari and murder P 

Cam. Yes. 

Ebiz. Take her away ; 

She hath confessed enough. 

Cam. Oh no ! no ! no ! 

Foscari is guiltless I Hear me !— He is guiltless ! 

Doge. Canst thou prove thatP Thy sweet face always 
brought 
A comfort. Prove hut that. 

Emz. (Aside,) All curses on 

The coward Celso ! He'U escape me yet. 
(Aloud.) The iaais? The proofs P The witnesses ? 

Cam. His life ; 

My heart, my bursting heart. If I had seen 
With these poor eyes that horror— had seen him 
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Stabbing'^Oli, thouglits like these may make me mad, 
But all the powers of earth and heU can never 
Shake my true faith ! Foscari ! I will share 
Thy fate, will die with thee, will be thy bride 
Even in that fatal hour, and pass away 
With thee to Heaven — So ! so ! 

Fos. She sinks ; she sinks ; 

Her strength is overwrought. Oh, die not yet 
Till I may die with thee ! Awake, revive. 
My plighted love ! The bridal hour will soon 
Unite us, my Camilla. Help ! she faints. 

Ebjz. Fold her not thus within thy arms ! Eesign her ! 

Fos. To thee ! While still this arm hath marrow in it ! 
To thee ! Cosmo— thou — thou — ^Be tender of her. 
Be very tender — ^'tis a broken flower — 
And pardon her her love. Take her. The pam 
Of death is over now. Proceed, my lords. 

Zend. Let me support her, Cosmo. Thou dost stagger 
Under her slender form. 

Cos. . He spoke to me. 

He gazed on me — ^I felt the long sad look 
Dwell on my face — ^he, at whose crime my soul 
Shudders, he spake — and I — ^men would have thought 
I was the guilty one ! He bade me love 
This dearest, wretchedest. Tell him — ^No 1 no ! 
Not even a last word. 

[Exeunt Cosmo arid Zend with Camilla. 

Ebiz. This hapless maid 

Hath owned enough. Foscari, wilt thou confess 
The murder? 

Fos. I am innocent. 

Emz. Confess ; 

Or we must force confession. To the rack ! 

Doge. Never whilst I have life ! Am I not still 
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The Doge of Venice P Bather stretch these stiff 
And withered limbs upon thy engines, Count ! 
Rather crack these old joints ! I thought that I 
Was steeled against all strokes — ^but this — 

Ebiz. The rack ! 

Tos. Bethink thee of the Roman fathers. Doge, 
Of Brutus and of Manlius ; thy son 
Will not disgrace thee. Come, the rack, the rack ! 
I will front pain as a brave enemy. 
And rush to the encounter. What is the sense 
Of bodily agony to that which I 
Endure even now? Disgrace, suspicion, scorn. 
Hatred and haughty pity, and that last 
Worst pang— ^her love, her misery. These are tortures ! 
Let me have something that a warrior's soul 
May strive against and conquer. Come, the rack ! 

Doge. Never 

Ebiz. I must not hear thee. Doge. The question ! 

Re-enter CosHO and Zeno. 

Cos. Stop, on you lives ! Forbear this cruelty ! 
This cowardly cruelty ! He will endure — 
He will call up the courage of the field 
And die before he groans. His eye surveys 
That engine steadily, whose very sight 
Makes my flesh creep. Remove it. Oh, to see 
That butchery — and the old man— the poor old man ! 
Remove it. 

Eriz. WelL Proceed we then to sentence. 

Zend. First listen to the prisoner. Foscari! speak. 

Sen. Yes ; let us hear his tale. Defend thyself. 

Fos. To ye who doubt ! To ye who disbelieve ! 
Sir, there are spirits that can never stoop 
To falsehood ; not for wealth, or power, or fame. 
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Or life, or dearer love. Oh, were ye cast 
In the old chivalrous mould, pure diamond sonls 
On which the dim polluting touch of doubt 
Rests not a breathing time ! Were ye built up 
Of honour — But to ye — ^Why should I speak 
When I have nothing but my knightly word 
To prove me innocent P 

Ebiz. You are well paid 

By this contempt. Count Zeno. Now to judgment. 

\_TAe Doge, Zend, Ebizzo, and the Senators retire to the 
back of the sta^e, leaving Cosmo and roscABi in the 
front'] 

Fos. Father ! He passes on and doth not speak ; 
He cannot ; he has no words, nothing but tears. 
Oh, what must the grief be that forces tears 
From his proud heart — ^his proud and bursting heart ! 
The flame of youth burnt in him yesterday 
At fourscore years ; to-day hath made him old. 
What groan was that P What other wretch P Donato ! 
Cosmo ! Wilt thou not answer P 

Cos. Oh, that voice 

Which was such perfect music, — ^which seemed made 
For truth and thought, fit organ, how it jars 
My very soul ! What wouldst thou ? 

Fos. I would thank thee 

That thou hast spared one pang to a brave heart. 
That rack — ^To have seen me stretched there, to direct 
Each fresh progressive torture — He had died 
Before our eyes ! I thank thee, sir. No more. 
Unless a dying man, for I am sentenced — 
Look how he sinks his head upon his clenched 
And withered hands ! I am condemned, and we 
Shall meet no more. Thou wilt not join the headsman 
To see the axe fall on my neck, nor follow 
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The shouting mnltitade, who yesterday 
HaQ'd me a god, and, with like shouts, to-morrow 
Will drag me to the block. We meet no more ; 
And as a dying man I fam would part 
In charity. We were friends, Cosmo — 

Cos. Friends ! 

I sinned in listening ; but whilst he spake 
A world of kindly thoughts, a gush of the deep 
Old passionate love came o'er my heart — ^Forgive me 
Oh, blessed shade ! Friends I Why thy crime were common 
Wanting that damning dye — ^a simple murder ! 
What though of one kind, noble, generous. 
Whose princely spirit scattered happiness 
As the sun light — a single sin ! But 'twas 
My father, mine — avenging angel, hear ! — 
Mine, that so loved thee — 

Fos. That, at the first glance 

Of wild suspicion, the first crafty word 
Of treacherous hate, doubted, accused, condemned — 
Chasing through shameful trial to shameful death — 
Yet daring to call down the wrath of God 
On a false friend ! Oh, cunning self-deceit ! 
Oh, wondrous cheat of blind mortality ! 
Thus doth the Evil Spirit cast about 
To win a soul from heaven. They come. They come. 
Now gentle death. 

IThe Doge, Erizzo, Zend, and Senators advance. 
Speak ! I can better bear 
Thy words than that long gaze of agony. 
I am prepared. 

Doge. Oh, why did I resume' 

This bonnet, which thy filial hand had plucked 
From my old brow, this fatal coronet, 
Predoomed to fall, that scorches me like fire — 
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Stings me like twisted serpents ! Would I were 

A naked slave, chained to Ms weary oar, 

A worm that hath no sense hnt snfPerance, 

Any thing yilest and most miserable, 

Eather than Doge of Venice I I must plunge 

A dagger in thy breast. Francesco Eoscari, 

The council doth pronounce thee guilty. 

Fos. Ha ! 

Ebiz. It works. It works. 

Dogs. Thou saidst thou wast prepared. 

Fos. Ay — ^but the word ! The first sound of the word ! 

Doge. The council doth condemn — 

Fos. All, father? All? 

Doge. No ; there were two — Count Zeno could not join 
Guilty and Foscari ; and I — ^my son. 
Thou couldst not do this deed ! 

Fos. Thank Heaven ! Thank Heaven ! 

Eeiz. The sentence, Doge ! 

Fos. Yes, father. The one pang, 

The worse than death, — ^the infamy is past. 
The dagger's in my breast j now drive it home, 
And with a merciful speed. 

Emz. Sir, thou wilt find 

Justice hath bowed to mercy. 

Cos. Doge, the sentence ! 

Doge. The penalty is death. But for thy rwik. 
Thy services and mine, it is exchanged 
For banishment to Candia. Thou must live 
In Canea, an exile, till thy days 
Be ended, my dear son. 

Fos. Live ! Give me death ! 

Ye that give infamy, and dare to talk 
Of mercy, give me death, painfullest death. 
And I will thank ye, — ^bless ye ! Give me death ! 
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Ye cannot give me life. Sooner the bay, 

That wreathes the warrior's brows shall spread and flourish 

In a dark mine, shut up from sun and air. 

Than I can live without a proud respect, 

A white unblemish'd name, the light and breath 

Of honour. Death, I say ! — ^a murderer's death ! 

Ye dare not change the laws. 

Cos. Live, and repent. 

^03. Cosmo, if e'er you loved me, call on them 
For justice — ^bloody justice ! Doge of Venice, 
Mamtain the insulted laws ! Send me to death, — 
To instant death ! Oh, father, free thy son 
From this dread load of misery ! Wouldst thou see 
Thy only child shunned as a leper, father ? 
Sent out into the world a second Gain ? 
Oh, give me death ! death ! death ! 

Doge. I knew that life 

Would be a lingering agony ; and yet 
To kill thee — my dear son ! Oh, prophecy 
Accurst, I feel thee now ! 

Emz. Remove the prisoner. 

What! doth he struggle P 

Doge. Touch him not, vile slaves 

Fos. A moment pause, and ye may lead me hence 
Tame as a fondled kid. Ye Senators, 
Ye kings of Venice, I appeal from you 
To the Supreme Tribunal. 

Eriz. To thy father?, 

Fos. To Him that is in heaven. Ye are men. 
Frail, erring, ignorant men, guided or driven 
By every warring passion : some by love 
Of the beloved Donato ; some by hate 
Of the high Foscari ; by envy some ; 
Many by fear; and one by low ambition. 
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This je call justice, lords ! But I appeal 

To the All-righteous Judge of earth and heaven. 

Before whose throne condemners and condemned 

All shall stand equal, at whose feet I sweac, 

By what my soul holds sacred, by the spurs 

Of knighthood, by the Christian's holier Cross, 

And by that old man's white and reverend locks. 

That I am innocent. Te, who disbelieye. 

And ye who doubt, and ye, the grovelling few. 

Believing who condemn, I shower on all 

Contempt and pardon. Now, guards, to the prison. 

Zend. Look to the Doge. 

Fos. 2jeno, when I am gone. 

Thou wilt be kind to him P 

Zend. Even as a son I 

Even as thyself. 

Fos. Thou truest friend farewell ! 

Zend. Look to the Doge. 
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ACTV. 

SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Donate Palace. 

Cosmo and Ebizzo. 

Cos. Qone to the prison I No ! mj Lord Erizzo. 
I know Camilla. 

Ebiz. Well — ^I might mistake. 

Cos. Straight from her father's bier, where all night long 
She watch'd and wept, to seek — Go, thon art wrong ! 
Thou art wrong. 

Ebiz. Think no more of it. Doth the Senate 

Meet to-day P 

Cos. Wassheveil'dP 

Ebiz. Who? 

Cos. Whom thon saVst. 

She— not my sister ! — ^Was she veil'dP 

Eriz. She was. 

Cos. How conldst thon know her P 

Ebiz. By the pliant grace 

Of the yonng form, the goddess step, the chanti 
Of motion. With snch port the qneenly swan 
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Glides o'er the waters. Dost thou not remember 
When Foscari once — 

Cos. Avoid that name. Avoid it. 

Emz. She's here. 

Enter ^ Camilla. 

Cos. And veil'd ! Whence coms't thou sister P Speak, 
Why hast thou borne those tears and that wan face 
Abroad amongst the happy ? Whence com'st thou ? 

Caic. !From one whose heart drops blood for this great 
grief. 

Cos. Whence P 

Cam. From St. Mark's. 

Cos. The Doge ! The poor old Doge 1 

Ebiz. The Doge ! It was not by the Ducal chambers 
That I this morning saw— 

Cam. My Lord Erizzo, 

I seek not to deceive ye. I have seen 
The Doge. But 'twas another wretcheder 
Of whom I spake,— one who hath long to live. 
I come from where beneath the leaden roofs 
Foscari lies. 

Cos. And she can speak that name 
Sighingly, fondly ! She can cast aside 
Even maiden modesty ! Foi^ve me, friend. 
That, trusting her, I doubted thee. Approach not ! 
Thou art contaminate. 

Cam. He's innocent ! 

Turn not away, shake me not off, as though 
I were some loathM reptile. Cosmo I Brother ! 
We two are left alone in the wide world, 
And I that sate upon that rainbow throne 
Of happiness, I am fallen, fallen. 

Cos. What wouldst thou ? 

H 2 
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How may I comfort thee? Sweet gentle soul. 
Her tears are daggers. Speak. 

Gam. And thou wilt Usten ? 

Cos. Patient as infancy. 

Gam. He goes to-night ; 

And I — ^nay, start not. 

Gos. What of thee ? 

Cam. And I — 

We were betrothed ; he goes a sentenc'd wretch — 
But innocent, most innocent ! He goes ' 
To scorn, to exile, and to misery. 
And I — ^I came to say farewell to thee. 
My brother — ^I go with him. 

Cos. Ha! 

Eeiz. She raves. 

Look how she trembles ; she is overwatched ; 
This is a frenzy. 

Gam. Sir, I am not mad; 

I'm a Donate bom, and drank in conrage 
/ Even with my mother's milk. What if I shake ! 
Within this trembling frame there is a heart 
As firm as thine. Speak to me ere we part. 
My brother ! Speak to me, whatever words. 
However bitter ! Anything but silence. 
Cold withering silence ! 

Cos. Sister ! 

Cam. Bless thee, bless thee. 

For that kind word ! 

Cos. My sister, sit thee down — 

Misery hath brought her to this pass. — Camilla, 
We had a father once : — ^he's slain. Wouldst thou 
Join this white hand, which he so loVd to mould 
Within his own, the soft and dimpled hand. 

With one- 
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Cam. Oh, pure as thine I Believe it, Cosmo; 
Pure as thine own ! 

Cos. . We have no father now. 

And we should love each other. Stay with me. 
I am no tyrant-brother : I'll not force 
Thy blooming beauty to some old man's bed 
For high alliance ; I'll not plunge thy youth 
Into that living tomb where the cold nun 
Chants daily requiems, that thy dower may swell 
My coffers ; I but ask of thee to stay 
With me in thy dear Venice, thy dear home. 
Thy mistress, mine. I'll be to thee, Camilla^ 
A father, brother, lover. Stay with me. 
I will be very kind to thee. 

Cam. Oh, cruel ! 

This kindness is the rack. 

Cos. I would but save thee 

From exile, penury, shame — 

Cam. He said so. 

Cos. He ! 

Cam. Ay, he urg'd all that thou canst say against 
Himself and me in vain. My heart is firm. 
I go. But love me still, oh, love me stiU, 
My brother ! 

Cos. Listen. 

Cam. He said alL 

Cos. Camilla! 

I'd save thee from a crime, a damning crime — 
Did he say that P From such a parricide. 
Such unimagin'd sin — ^I tell thee, girl. 
The Roman harlot, she the infamous 
That crush'd her father with her chariot wheels. 
She'll be forgotten in thy monstrous guilt. 
Whitened by thy black shame. 
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Gam. Oh, father, &ther, 

I call upon thee ! Look on me from heav'n. 
Search my whole sonl — ^'tis white. Oh, when some tale 
Of woman's truth brought tears into my eyes. 
How often hath he said — Be thou, too, faithful 
In weal or woe ! And now — ^fareweU I farewell ! 
Cosmo, my heart is breaking — Say farewell. 
Only farewell ! 

Cos. Stay with me. 

Cam. No. 

Cos. Then go. 

Outcast of earth and heaven, of God and man ! 
Abandon'd, spum'd, abhorr'd, accurst ! Go forth 
A murderer's bride — ^worse ! worse ! What impious priest 
WiU dare profeme the holy words that join 
The pure of heart and hand for ye, for ye. 
The parricides — Oh, that she had but died 
Innocent in her childhood ! 

Cam. One day, brother, 

Thou'lt grieve for this. Now bless thee ! \_Exi( Camilla. 

Cos. Stay ! 

Ebiz. She's gone. 

Cos. Why, let her go, foul stain upon our house ! 
She was his daughter still, and yesterday 
An angel ! And he loved her and she him 
With such a dotage ! 'Twas a sight to see 
How ere the pretty babe could speak its wiU, 
The chubby hands would cling and &l themselves 
Bound its dear father's neck. Mother, or nurse, 
Or I, the elder child that played with her 
Full half the day, were nothing if she caught 
One glimpse of that dear fiather. 

Ebiz. Now she'll hang 

Around his murderer's neck. 
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Cos. Do ye all forget 

That I'm her brotkerP Ho, Camilla! 



'Twfllbe 

A triumph 'mid their iduune to l^ese misproad 
Revengeful Foscari to bear off thus 
The glory of yoiir house. 

Cos. ril rescue her. 

Where is she ? Is she gcmeP What ho, Camilla ! 
m follow her to the end of the earth. The laws 
Give me a father's power. I'll save her yet. 
Camilla! Ho, Camilla! 

Ebiz. Ton mnst seek her 

With him. The time draws near. [Cosico rushes <mt. 

Now, Foscari, 
I have thee at my feet. [JSvi^. 



SCENE IL 

Tke Seashore. 

Doge, Foscabi, Ouards. 

Fos. Here then we part. Those Guards — send them 
away. 
Let them not Usten to the last famt word. 
Nor gaze on the last lingering look. Why, donbt'st thou ? 
Fear me not — ^I'U be a tnie prisoner ; 
I am a Foscari still, bound by one chain. 
Honour. Send them away. 

Doge. Leave us. [Exeunt Guabj>s. 

Fos. Ay, now 

My sonl is free again. That tallest slave 
Stood brushing 'gainst my vest — ^he with the hard 
Cold stony eyes— and I — ^let not that man 
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Go with me. 

Doge. He shall not. 

Fos. How can I waste 

A word on such a reptile ! Td a world 
Of sad and loving things to say to thee, 
But there's a weight jnst here — Oh, father ! father ! 
I thought to have been a comfort to thy age, 
£nt I was bom to spread a desolation 
On all I love. 

Doge. I would not change my son. 
Banished although he be, with the proudest sire 
In Christendom. But we must part. These men 
Are merciless. » 

Fos. Implore no grace of them. 

And yet to leave this brave and tender heart 

To wither in its princely solitude. 

Friendless, companionless. 

Doge. Age hath one Mend, 

One sure Mend — ^DeatL 

Fos. Oh, I shall not be by 

To dose thine eyes or kneel beside thy couch. 
Or gather from thy lips the last fond sound 
Of blessing or of pardon. Bless me now. 
Parting is dying. 

Doge. Bless thee, my dear son. 

Enter Gaiolla. 

Camilla! 

Fos. Bless her too. She is thy daughter ; 
She goes with me to exile. 

DoGB. She is blest 

In her high constancy. Beloved child. 
Thy virtuous love hath softened the sharp pang 
Of this dread hour. 
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Cam. Father ! My only father ! 

Foscari, the bark awaits us. 

Fos. What, already? 

Cam. All is prepared. 

Doge. I should have told thee so ; 

But when I would have said. Go ! go ! my tongue 
Clave to my mouth. 

Fos. Already ! Write to me 

Often. Is that forbidden P Yet the Doge 
May ask my Candiote jailer if his prisoner 
Be strictly kept. Then I shall sometimes see, 
For surely he will show it me, thy name. 
Thy writing, something thou hast touched. 'Twill be 
A comfort. 

Doge. I will write to thee. 

Fos. And think 

Of me when the pale moon lets fall her cold 
And patient light upon the Adrian wave 
That sighs and trembles. Think of me then. 

Doge. Always. 

By sun, or moon, or star ; in the bright day. 
In the night's darkness, but one single thought 
Will dwell in my old heart — ^My banished son. 

Cam. Alas ! Francesco, why wilt thou prolong 
This useless agony P 

Fos. He hath not said 

Farewell. One last embrace, one blessing more — 
The last! 
Cam. What step is that ? 

Enter Zend. 

Zeso. I crave your pardon : 

But I must pray the Doge to come with me 
Straight to the Senate. 'Tis an earnest business. 

H 3 
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I do beseech your Highness. Leave him, Foscari ! 

Cling not together as your very sonls 

Were interlaced. The Senate, Doge, demands thee. 

Fos. The Senate ! What ! hath he another son 
To try, to torture, to condemn P Hath he 
Another heart to break? Yet go. For once 
Their cruelty is mercy. Go. 

DoGB. Whilst still 

These eyes may gaze on thee lEre yonder cloud 
Shall pass across the sun, a darktr cloud 
Will wrap me in its blackness ; then the throne. 
The judgment-seat, the graye— no matter where 
The old man rests his bones ! One dim eclipse 
Will shadow all — but now — say to the Senate 
That at their bidding I am sending forth* 
My son to exile. 

Fos. Go! go I 

Zend. Doge, thy duty. 

Thy princely duty calls thee. 

Doge. To that word. 

Which was to me a god, have I not offered 
My child upon the altar P Is the sacrifice 
Still incomplete P Farewell! farewell! 

Zend. Francesco, 

Embark not till ye hear &om me. — ^My lord, 
This way. 

Doge. I pray you pardon me— Fm old — 
Fm very old. [Exeunt Doge and Zend. 

Cam. Nay, sit not shivering there 
Upon the ground. Hast thou no word for me, 
Francesco P 

Fos. Is he gone ? Quite gone P For ever ? 

Cam. Take comfort. 

Fos. Is he gone P I did not say 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 






SCENE n.] POSCAM. 155 

Farewell, nor God be with thee ! When men part 
Eiom common Mends for a slight summer voyage 
They cry Heaven speed thee ! and I could not say 
Farewell to my dear father, nor call down 
One benison on that white reverend head 
Which I shall never see again. There breathes not 
A wretch so cnrst as L 

Cam. Foscari, the lips 

That I have kissed are cold. 

Fos.' Oh! bruised flower. 

Whose very wounds do shed an odorous balm ! 
My gentle comforter ! could I forget' 
Thy miseiy ! Forgive me. 

Cam. I have left 

His bier, his bloody bier. 

Fos. Ay, there it is ! 

Fortune, and friends, and home, to fly &om them 
Were nothing '.—but she leaves the unburied corse 
Of her dead father, the dear privilege 
To sit and watch till the last hour, to strew 
His body with sweet flowers like a bank in spring 
Making death beautiful, to follow him 
To his cold bed, and drop slow heavy tears 
To the beU's knolling. She leaves grief te go 
With me, whom the world calls— Oh, matchless love, 
Life could not pay thee 1 Matchless, matchless love ! 

Cam. He, that blest spirit, knows thy innocence : 
And I — ^I never doubted. 

Fos. Matchless love ! 

We'U never part, we'll live and die together. 
There is a comfort in the word. Camilla, 
Where are the guards, the ship P My heart beats high 
At thy exceeding truth. We shall set forth 
As to a victory. 
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EnUr Cosmo and Ebizzo. 

Cos. She's here ! She's here ! 

Move not a step. Dare not to stir. Camilla, 
Follow me. 

Fos. Who is he that dares obstruct 
The mandate of the Senate P I'm an exile 
Travelling to banishment. All Venice knows 
The piteons story of the Doge's son 
Condemned by his own father, and of her 
His true and faithful love. Now leave us, Sir ; 
Let us depart in peace. 

Cos. Murderer ! Eavisher ! 

I seek my sister. 

Fos. She stands there. Ask her 

Whom she will follow. 

Cam. He knows well. Francesco, 

The whole world shall not part us. 

Fos. Mine ! Mine own I 

My very own ! I've lost wealth, country, home, 
Fame, Mends, and father ; I have nothing left 
Save thee, my dear one ; but with thee I'm rich. 
And great, and happy. Now let us go forth 
Into our banishment. Give me thy hand, 
My wife. 

Cos. Camilla^ I command thee stay — 
The laws of Venice give to me a power 
Absolute as a father's. Loose her. Sir. 
Let go her hand. I warn ye part. They'll drive me 
Into a madness. If thou be a man, 
Let's end this quarrel bravely. 

Cam. Heed him not ! 

Fos. Calm thee ! He is thy brother. 

Cos. I disclaim her. 
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Fos. Tremble not so ! I am miarmed, Camilla. 

Cos. Dost hold her as a shield before thy breast ? 
Dost palter with me, coward P 

Fos. [Breaking Jrom Camllll.'] Off!— A sword! 
A sword for charity ! 

Cam. Help ! Help ! The Doge ! 

The guard! Stay with them! Part them! Leave them 

not! 
Hold .them asunder, Count, and in my prayers 
Thou shalt be sainted ! Help ! [Camtlla rmhes out, 

Fos. Give me a sword ! 

Cos. Ay, his or mine. I am so strongly armed / ^ 
In my most righteous cause, I would encounter 
A mailM warrior with a willow wand. 

Eeiz. There is my weapon. 

Fos. Why thou wast my foe '. 

But this is such a bounty as might shame 
The princely hand of friendship. Not the blade 
Girt by a crowned Duke around my loins. 
An Emperor's gift, the day I won my spurs 
In the Suabian victory, not that knightly sword 
Was welcomer than tliis. 

Cos. Foscari, come on ! 

Fos. I would thou wert a soldier ! 

Cos. Now. 

[TheyfigM, and 'EoscABi/alls. 

Eriz. The Fates 

Work for me. — ^Ha ! 

Cos. Erizzo ! 

Ebiz. Is he dead P 

Cos. Alas ! Alas ! Lift up his head. 

Cam. (Behind the scene.) Here! Here! 

Canst thou not hasten P 
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Enter Gahilla and the Doge. 

(Entering.) Foscari ! He's slain ! 

Oh, bloody, bloody brother ! Kill me too ! 
Be mercifal I Help ! 

Cos. Doth he live? 

Cam. Away ! 

Thy hands are bloody ! — Help, Doge Foscari ! 
Help, father ! — ^The old man stands stiffening there 
Into a statue— He'll die first! Off! Off! 
Wonldst kill him o'er again ? He bleeds to death ! 
Father, it is thy blood. 

Doge. My son I My son ! 

Who hath done this? 

Cam. He is not dead. Support him. 

See how his eye-lids quiver. Foscari ! 
'Tis I, thy wife ! 

Fos. Mine own ! 

Cos. Thanks, gracious Heaven ! 

Enter Zeno and Oitards, 

Zeno. Seize Count Erizzo, Guard. Have ye not heard — 
"What spectacle is this ? — Know ye not. Sirs, 
That Foscari is guiltless, that the murderer 
Is found? 

Fos. Hear that 1 I'm innocent! Hear that! 
The murderer is found ! Nay, hold me not — 
I'm well — I'm strong. Father, there is no stain 
In the long line of Foscari ! Camilla, 
My faithfallest — . 

Doge. He falls. 

Ca]£. There wanted this 

To crown the brimming cup of my despair. 
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We should have been the happiest two, Francesco, 
Since the first pair in Paradise — but he 
That was my brother — 

Cos. Peace. Who slew Donato ? 

Zend. Celso, bribed by Erizzo to destroy 
Francesco Poscari, by Donato crossed 
Slew him, and aided by the sword and doak 
Dropped by Francesco, cast this deed of horror 
On the most innocent. 

Cos. Hath he confessed P 

Zeno. ail Seize Erizzo, bind him. 

Eaiz. There's no need. 

The work is done, well done — Signer Donato, 
I thank thee still for that — and snch revenge 
Is cheaply bought with life. 

Cos. Oh, danmed viper I 

Ebiz. Ay ! Do ye know me P Not a man of ye 
But is ny tool or victim. Pm your master. 
This was my aim when old Donato died. 
And, but that Celso dared not cope with Foscari 
And sought to catch him in a subtler springe, 
I had been now your Doge. And I am more. 
I am your master. Sirs. Look where he lies 
The towering Foscari, who yesterday 
Stood statelier than the marble gods of Rome 
In their proud beauty. Hearken ! It is mute. 
The tongue which darted words of fiery scorn. 
And cold contempt, and bitter pardon — dared 
To hurl on me fierce pardon ! Ha ! he shivers ! 
His stout limbs writhe ! The insect that is bom 
And dies within an hour would not change lives 
With Foscari. I am content. For thee 
I have a tenfold curse. Long be thy reign. 
Great Doge of Venice ! 
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DoGB. Ay, I am the Doge ; 

Lead him to instant death. lExit Ebizzo guarded. 

My son! 

Cos. 'Tis I 

That am the only murderer of the earth — 
I that slew him. Bring racks and ax:es — 

Doge, Live ! 

I pardon thee. He pardons thee. Live, Ck)smo ; 
It ia thy Prince's last hehest. I've been 
O'erlong a crowned slave. Go ! dross to dross. 

[Flinging off the Ducal Bonnet. 
And braise the stones of Yenice ! Tell the Senate 
There lies their diadem. Now I am free ! 
Now I may grieve and pity like a man ! 
May weep, and groan, and die ! My heart may burst 
Now I Start not, Zeno— Didst thou never hear 
Of a broken heart ? Look there. 

Zeno. Hush ! He revives. 

Cam. MyFoscari! 

Eos. Camilla ! Is't Camilla ? 

Is she not weeping ? What canst thou weep now 
When honour is redeemed aud a bright name ? 
Why there should be no tear in aU the world; 
Gladness is come from Heaven. 

Cam. Death ! Death ! 

Fos. This joy 

Is life. Who talked of death ? I cannot die 
In such a happiness. I'm well. 

Zeno. He sinks ; 

Support him. 

Cos. Is he dead? 

Doge. Beloved son. 

How art thou? 

Fos. Strong at heart. What are those shapes 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCENE n.] FOSCARI. 161 

That hover ronnd nsP There ! There ! There ! 

Doge Thy friends, 

Fos. Friends ! Have they heard that I am innocent P 
That I'm no murderer P That I do not shame 
My father's glory P Let it be proclaimed — 
Tell Venice— tell— [Dies. 

Zend. He's gone. 

Ga]£. Mine I StiU mine own I 

Bury me with him ! He is mine. 
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JULIAN: 

A TRAGEDY. 
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The Story and Characters of the following Tragedy 
are altogether fictitious. Annabels cautions to silence 
in the first Scene, and the short dialogue between 
her and Julian, after he awakens, will be recognised 
by the classical reader as borrowed from the fine 
opening of the Orestes of Euripides ; the incident of 
uncovering the body in the last Act is also taken 
from the Electra of Sophocles. Of any other in- 
tentional imitation, the Author is unconscious. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJ;. 



Alfonso, King of Sicily, a boy, disguised as "> .-. _ 
Theodore S ^ ^ * 

The Duke of Melfi, Uncle to Alfonso, ^^\^ j^ 
Regent of the Kingdom ) ' 

Julian, Melfis Son Mr. Macready. 

Count If Alba, a pou)erful Nobleman Mr. Abbott. 

Valore \ /Mr. Baker. 

Leanti > Sicilian Nobles < Mr. Egerton. 

Calvi ) VMr. Chapman. 

Paolo, Julian's Servant Mr. Ley. 

Bertone, Servant to Count ly Alba Mr. Comer. 

Memi, an old Huntsman Mr. Means. 

An Archbishop. 

Nobles, Prelates, Officers, Guards, Murderers, ^c, 

Annabel, Julian's Wife Miss Lacy. 

The Scene is in and near Messina ; the time of action two days. 



PERFOBMED AT COVENT GABDEN THEATBE, 
PEBKUABT, 1823. 
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PROLOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY A FRIEND. 

SPOKEN BT M». CONNOB. 



They who in Prologues for your favours ask, 
Emd every season more perplex their task ; 
Though doubts and hopes and tremblings do not fail. 
The points fall flatly and the rhymes grow stale ; 
Why should the Author hint their fitting parts, 
In all the pomp of Verse, to " British hearts ?" 
Why to such minds as yours with ardour pray. 
For more than justice to a first essay ? 
What need to show how absolute your power ? 
What stake awaits the issue of the hour — 
How hangs the scale 'twixt agony and joy, 
What bliss you nourish, or what hopes destroy ? — 
All these you feel ; — and yet we scarce can bring 
A prologue to " the posey of a ring." 
To what may we allude P — Our plot untold 
Is no great chapter from the times of old ; 
On no august association rests. 
But seeks its earliest home in kindly breasts, — 
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Its scene, as inauspicious to our strain. 

Is neither mournful Greece, nor kindling Spain, 

But Sicily — ^where no defiance hurled 

At freedom's foes may awe the attending world. 

But since old forms forbid us to submit 

A Play without a Prologue to the Pit ; 

Lest this be missed by some true Mend of plays. 

Like the dull colleague of his earlier days ; 

Thus let me own how fearlessly we trust 

That you wiU yet be mercifully just. 
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JULIAN. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

An AparimetU in the Bqyal Palace, Julian sleeping on a 
couch, Annabel. 

Ann. No ; still he sleeps ! 'Twas but the myrtle bud 
Tapping against the casement, as the wind 
Stirred in the leafy branches. Well he loved 
That pleasant birdlike sound, which, as a voice, 
Sunmion'd us forth into the fresher air 
Of eve or early mom. Ah ! when again — 
And yet this sleep is hopeful. For seven nights 
He had not tasted shimber. Who comes here ? 

Enter Alfonso as Theodoee. 

The gentle page ! Alas, to wake him now ! 
Hush, Theodore ! Tread softly — softlier, boy ! 
Alf. Doth he still sleep ? 

VOL. I. I 
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Ann. Speak lower. 

Alf. Doth he sleep ? 

Ann. Avoid the couch ; come this way ; close to me. 
He sleeps. He hath not moved in all the hours 
That thou hast been away. 

Alp. Then we may hope ; 

Dear lady, we may hope. 

Ann. Alas ! Alas ! 

See how he lies, scarce breathing. Whilst I hung 
Over his couch I should have thought him dead. 
But for his short and frequent sighs. 

Alt. Ah me ! 

Not even in slumber can he lose the sense 
Of that deep misery ; and I — he wakes ! 
Dost thou not see the quivering mantle heave 
With sudden motion ? 

Ann. Thou hast wakened him. 

Thy clamorous grief hath roused him. Hence ! Begone ! 
Leave me ! 

Alp. And yet his eyes are closed. He sleeps. 
He did but move his hand. 

Ann. How changed he is ! 

How pale ! How wasted ! Can one little week 
Of pain and sickness so have faded thee. 
My princely Julian I But eight days ago 
There lived not in this gladsome Sicily 
So glad a spirit. Voice and step and eye 
All were one happiness ; till that dread hour. 
When drest in sparkling smiles, radiant and glowing 
With tender thoughts, he flew to meet the King 
And his great father. He went forth alone ; 
Frenzy and grief came back with him. 

Alp. And I, 

Another grief. 
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Ann. Thou wast a comforter. 

All stranger as thou art, hast thou not shared 
My watch as carefully, as faithfuQy 
As I had been thy sister ! Ay, and he, 
If ever in this wild mysterious woe 
One sight or sound hath cheered him, it hath been 
A glance, a word of thine. 

Alf. He knows me not. 

Ann. He knows not me. 

Alp. I never heard before 

That 'twas to meet the King yon fatal night — 
Knowingly, purposely — ^How could he guess 
That they should meet ? What moved him to that thought ? 

Ann. Stranger although thou be, thou canst but know 
Prince Julian's father is the Regent here. 
And rules for his young kinsman King Alfonso ! 

Alp Ay — ^Poor Alfonso ! 

Ann. Wherefore pity him ? 

Alp. I know not — ^but I am an orphan too ! 
I interrupt thee, lady. 

Ann. Yet in truth 

A gentle pity lingers round the name 
Of King Alfonso, orphaned as thou sayst. 
And drooping into sickness when he lost 
His father, ever since the mournful boy 
Hath dwelt in the Villa d'Oro. 

Alf. Hast thou seen him ? 

Ann. The King? No. I'm of Naples. When Prince 
Julian 
First brought me here a bride, his royal cousin 
Was fixed beside his father's dying bed. 
I never saw him : yet I know him well ; 
For I have sate and Hsten'd, hour by hour. 
To hear my husband talk of the fair Prince, 

1 2 
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And his excelling virtues. 

Alp. Did he ?— Ah!— 

But 'twas his wont, talking of those he loved. 
To gild them with the rich and bumish'd glow 
Of his own brightness, as the evening sun 
Decks all the clouds in gloiy. 

Ann. Very dear 

Was that young boy to Julian. 'Twas a friendship 
Fonder than common, blended with a Idnd 
Protecting tenderness, such as a brother 
Might fitly show unto the younger bom. 

Alp. Oh, he hath proved it ! 

Ann. Thou dost know them both ? 

Alp. I do. Say on, dear lady. 

Ann. Three weeks since 

The Duke of Melfi went to bring his ward 
Here to Messina — 

Alp. To be crowned. They came not. 

But wherefore went Prince Julian forth to meet them ? 

Ann. Father nor cousin came ; nor messenger, 
From Regent or from King ; and Julian chafed 
And fretted at delay. At length a peasant. 
No liveried groom ; a slow foot-pacing serf. 
Brought tidings that the royal two that mom 
Left Villa d'Oro. Glowing from the chase 
Prince Julian stood ; his bridle in his hand. 
New lighted, soothing now his prancing steed. 
And prattling now to me ; — ^for I was still 
So foolish fond to fly into the porch 
To meet him, when I heard the quick sharp tread 
Of that bright Arab, whose proud step I knew 
Even as his master's voice. He heard the tale 
And instant sprang again into his seat. 
Wheeled round, and darted off at such a pace 
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As the fleet greyhound, at her speed, could scarce 
Have matched. He spake no word ; but as he passed. 
Just glanced back at me with his dancing eyes. 
And such a smile of joy, and such a wave 
Of his plumed bonnet ! His return thou knoVst. 

Alf. I was its wretched partner. 

Ann. He on foot. 

Thou on the o'er-travelled horse, slow, yet all stained 
With sweat, and panting as if fresh escaped 
From hot pursuit ; and how he called for wine 
For his poor Theodore, his faithful page ; 
Then sate him down and shook with the cold fit 
Of aguish fever, till the strong couch rocked 
Like a child's cradle. There he sate and sighed ; 
And then the frenzy came. Theodore ! 

Alp. Lady ! 

Ann. He utters nought but madness ; — ^yet sometimes, 
Athwart his ravings, I have thought — ^have feared — 
Theodore, thou must know the cause ? 

Alp. Too well. 

Ann. Oh, teU me — 

Alp. Hush ! He wakes. 

[Alfonso reiires behind the couch out of Julian's sight. 

Ajsts, Julian! Dear Julian! 

Jul. Sure I have slept a long, long while I Where am I ? 
How came I hither ? Whose kind hand is this ? 
My Annabel ! 

Ann. Oh, what a happiness 

To see thee gently wake from gentle sleep ! 
Art thou not better ? Shall I raise thee up ? 

Jul. Ay, dearest. Have I then been ill? I'm weak. 
I trouble thee, my sweet one. 

Ann. *Tisajoy 

To minister unto thee. 
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Jul. Wipe my brow. 

And part these locks that the fresh air may cool 
My forehead ; feel ; it bums. 

Ann. Alas ! how wild 

This long neglect hath made thy glossy curls, 
How tangled ! 

Jul. I am faint. Pray lay me down. 

Surely the day is stifling. 

Ann. There. Good boy, 

Throw wide the casement. Doth not the soft breeze 
Revive thee ? 

Jul. Yes. I'm better. I will rise. 

Raise me again ; — ^more upright ; — So ! Dear wife, 
A sick man is as wayward as a child ; 
Forgive me. Etave I been long ill ? 

Ann. a week. 

Jul. I have no memory of aught. 'Tis just 
Like waking from a dream ; a horrible 
Confusion of strange miseries ; crime and blood 
And all I love — Great Heaven ! how clear it seems ! 
How like a truth ! I thought that I rode forth 
On my white Barbary horse — Say, did I ride 
Alone that day ? 

Ann. Yes. 

Jul. Did I? Could I? No. 

Thou dost mistake. I did not. Yet 'tis strange 
How plain that horror lives within my brain 
As what hath been. 

Ann. Forget it. 

Jul. Annabel, 

I thought I was upon that gallant steed 
At his full pace. Like clouds before the wind 
We flew, as easily as the strong bird 
That soars nearest the sun; till in a pass 
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Between the mountains, screams and cries of help 
Rang in mine ears, and I beheld — Oh, God ! 
It was not — Could not — ^No. I have been sick 
Of a sharp fever, and delirium shows. 
And to the bodily sense makes palpable. 
Unreal forms, objects of sight and sound 
Which have no being save in the burning brain 
Of the poor sufferer. "Why should it shake me ! 

Ann Julian, 

Couldst thou walk to the window and quaff down 
The fragrant breeze, it would revive thee more 
Than food or sleep. Forget these evil dreams. 
Canst thou not walk ? 

Jul. rU try. 

Ann. Lean upon me 

And Theodore. Approach, dear boy, support him. 

Jul. {Seeing Alfonso.) Ha ! Art thou here ? Thou ! I 
am blinded, dazzled ! 
Is this a vision, this fair shap6 that seems 
A living child ? Do I dream now ? 

Ann. He is 

Young Theodore. The page, who that sad night 
Returned — 

Jul. Then all is real. Lay me down 

That I may die. 

Ann. Nay, Julian, raise thy head. 

Speak to me, dearest Julian. 

Jul. Pray for me 

That I may die. 

Alp. Alas ! I feared too surely 

That when he saw me — 

Ann. Julian ! This is grief. 

Not sickness. Julian ! 

Alf. Rouse him not, dear lady ! 
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See how his hands are clenched. Waken him not 
To frenzy. Oh, that I alone oonld bear 
This weight of misery ! 

Ann. He knows the cause. 

And I — ^It is my right, my privilege 
To share thy woes, to soothe them. I'll weep with thee. 
And that will be a comfort. Didst thou think 
Thou couldst be dearer to me than before 
When thou wast well and happy ? But thou art 
Now. Tell me this secret. FU be faithfal. 
Fll never breathe a word. Oh, spare my heart 
This agony of doubt ! What was the horror 
That maddened thee ? 

Jul. Within the rifted rocks 

Of high Albano, rotting in a glen 
Dark, dark at veiy noon, a father lies 
Murdered by his own son. 

Ann. And thou didst see 

The deed ? An awful sight to toe so good ! 
Yet— 

Jul. Birds obscene, and wolf, and ravening fox. 
Ere this — only the dark hairs on the ground 
And the brown crusted blood ! And she can ask 
Why I am mad ! 

Ann. Oh, a thrice awfd sight 

To one so duteous ! Holy priests shall lave 
With blessed water that foul spot, and thou. 
Pious and pitying, thou shalt — 

Jul. Hear at once. 

Innocent Torturer, that drop by drop 
Pour'st molten lead into my wounds — ^that glen — 
Hang not upon me !^In that darksome glen 
My father lies. I am a murderer, 
A parricide, accurst of God and man. 
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Let go my hand ! purest and whitest saint. 
Let go! 

Ann. This is a madness. Even now 
The fever shakes him. 

Jul. Why, the mad are happy ! 

Annabel, this is a soul-slaying truth. 
There stands a witness. 

Alf. Julian knew him not. 

It was to save a life, a worthless life. 
Oh, that I had but died beneath the sword 
That seemed so terrible ! That I had ne'er 
Been bom to grieve thee, Julian ! Pardon me. 
Dear lady, pardon me ! 

Ann. Oh, gentle boy. 

How shall we soothe this grief? 

Alf. Alas! alas! 

Why did he rescue me ! Fm a poor orphan ; 
None would have wept for me ; I had no friend 
Li all the world save one. I had been reared 
Li simpleness ; a quiet grave had been 
A fitter home for me than the rude world ; 
A mossy heap, no stone, no epitaph. 
Save the brief words of grief and praise (for Grief 
Is still a Praiser) he perchance had spoke 
When they first told him the poor boy was dead. 
Shame on me that I shunned the sword ! 

Jul. By Heaven, 

It could not be a crime to save thee ! kneel 
Before him, Annabel He is the King. 

Ann. Alfonso? 

Alp. Ay, so please you, fairest Cousin, 

But still your servant. Do not hate me, lady. 
Though I have caused this misery. We have shared 
One care, one fear, one hope, have watched and wept 

I 3 
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Together. Oh, how often I have longed, 
As we Bate silent by his restless couch. 
To fall upon thy neck and mix our tears. 
And talk of him. I am his own poor Cousin. 
Thou wilt not hate me ? 

Ann. Save that lost one, who 

Could hate such innocence ? 

Jul. 'Twas not in hate 

But wild ambition. No ignoble sin 
Dwelt in his breast. Ambition, mad ambition. 
That was his Idol. To that bloody god 
He offered up the milk-white sacrifice. 
The pure unspotted Victim. And even then, 
Even in the crime, without a breathing space 
For penitence or prayer, my sword — ^Alfonso, 
Thou wouldst have gone to Heaven. 

Ann. Art thou certam 

That he is dead? 

Jul. I saw him fall. The ground 

Was covered with his blood. 

Ann. TeU me the tale. 

Didst thou — ^I would not wantonly recal 
That scene of anguish — Didst thou search his wound ? 

Jul. Annabel, in my eyes that scene wiQ dwell 
For ever, shutting out all lovely sights. 
Even thee, my Beautiful ! That torturing thought 
Will bum a living fire within my breast 
Perpetually ; words can nothing add. 
And nothing take away. Fear not my frenzy ! 
I am cahn now. Thou knowest how buoyantly 
I darted from thee, straight o'er vale and hill, 
Counting the miles by miautes. At the pass 
Between the Albano mountains, I first breathed 
A moment my hot steed, expecting still 
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To see the royal escort. Afar off 

As I stood, shading with my hand my eyes, 

I thought I saw them ; when at once I heard 

From the deep glen, east of the pass, loud cries 

Of mortal terror. Even in agony 

I knew the voice, and darting through the trees 

I saw Alfonso, prostrate on the ground. 

Clinging around the knees of one, who held 

A dagger over him in act to strike. 

Yet with averted head, as if he feared 

To see his innocent victim. His own face 

Was hidden ; till at one spring I plunged my sword 

Into his side ; then our eyes met, and he — 

That was the mortal blow ! — screamed and stretched out 

His hands. Falling and dying as he was. 

He half rose up, hung speechless iu the air, 

And looked — Oh, what had been the bitterest curse 

To such a look ! It smote me like a sword 

Here, here. He died. 

Ann. And thou? 

Jul. I could have lain 

In that dark glen for ever ; but there stood 
The dear-bought, and the dear, kinsman and prince 
And friend. We heard the far-off clang of steeds 
And armed men, and, fearing some new foe. 
Came homeward. 

Ann. And did he, then, the unhappy, 

Kemain upon the ground ? 

Jul. Alas ! he did, 

Ann. Oh, it was but a swoon! Listen, dear Julian, 
I tell thee I have comfort. 

Jul. There is none 

Left in the world. But I will listen to thee, 
My faithfullest. 
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Ann. Count D'Alba sent to crave 

An audience. Thou wast sleeping. I refosed 
To see him; but his messenger revealed 
To Ck)nstance his high tidings, which she poured 
In my unwilling ears, for I so feared 
To wake thee, that ere half her tale was told 
I chid her from me; yet she surely said 
The Duke thy father— 

Jul. What? 

Ann. Approached the city. 

Jul. Alive? Alive ? Oh no ! no ! no ! Dead! Deadl 
The corse, the clay-cold corse ! 

Ann. Alive, I think; 

But Constance — 

Alf. He will sink under this shock 

Of hope. 

Ann. Constance heard all. 

Jul. Constance ! What ho, 

C onstance ! 

Ann. She hears thee not. 

Jul. Go seek her ! Fly ! 

If he's alive — ^Why art thou not returned. 
When that one little word will save two souls I 

[Exit Annabel. 

Alp. Take patience, dearest Cousin ! 

Jul. Do I not stand 

Here like a man of marble ? Do I stir ? 
She creeps; she creeps. Thou would'st have gone and back 
In half the time. 

Alf. Nay, nay, 'tis scarce a minute. 

Jul. Thou m&fat count hours and ages on my heart. 
Is she not coming? 

Alp. Shall I seek her ? 

Jul. Hark I 
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They've met. There are two steps; two silken gowns 
Bustling; one whispering voice. Annabel ! Constance ! 
Is he— one word ! Only one word ! 

EfUer AiTNABEL. 
Ann. He lives. 

[JxTLiAK sinh on Us knees before the couch; Alfonso 
and Annabel go to him, -and the scene falls. 



END Of ACT I. 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE I. 

A splendid Hall of Audience in the Royal Palace. 

D'Alba and Bertonei 

D'Alba. Again refuse to see me ! 

Bert. Nay, my lord. 

She's still beside her husband's couch, and Paolo 
Refused to bear the message. 

D'Alba. Even her lacquey 

Reads my hot love and her contempt. No matter ! 
How's Julian ? 

Bert. Mending fast. 

D'Alba. He'll Uve! He'Ulive! 

She watches ov?r him, making an air 
With her sweet breath ; — She'll be immortal ! Yet 
If that dark tale be true^K)r half — ^Bertone, 
Haste to the Court of Guard ; seek Juan Castro, 
A Spanish soldier ; lead him home. I'll join ye. 
Hence ! '' I expect the Barons, whom I summoned 
To meet me here. Come back. See if the Princess 
Will now admit me. No ! 'twould wake suspicion. 
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Hence to the Court of Guard. [Exit Bertone. 

I think that scorn 
Doth fan love more than beauty. Twice to-day 
Have I paced patiently these royal halls, 
Like some expecting needy courtier. Swell not, 
Proud charmer, thy vast debt ! Where lag these Barons ? 
Methinks this change might rouse— 

Enter CklyIj followed by other Nobles. 

Ha ! Calvi, welcome. 
Caxvi. a fair,^j99d morrow, D'Alba ! 
D'Alba. Hast thou heard 

These heavy tidings ? The young King — 

{Approaching to meet the other Lords as they enter. 

My Lords, 
Good morrow's out of date. Know ye the news ? 
So men salute to-day. 
Calvi. Alfonso dead? 

D'Alba. Murdered. 

Calvi. And Melfi king. 
D'Alba. Ay, Here's a letter 

[Giving a letter to Calvi. 
From the great Regent — ^Pshaw ! how my rude tongue 
Stumbles at these new dignities ! — ^the King. 
Therefore I summoned ye. He wiU be here 
Anon. 

Enter Valobe and other Nobles 

Yalore, thou art late. 

Valobe. This tale 

Puts lead into men's heels. How fell it P 

D'Alba. Read, 

Count Calvi I Read! 
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Calyi. (Beads.) *' Alfonso being dead, and I hurt almost to 
" death, they left me fainting on the ground, where I lay till 
" a poor but honest muleteer bore me to his hut" — 
He hath been wounded I 

D'Alba. He's alive. The boy ! 

Only the pretty boy ! Read on. Read on. 

Calyi. (Beads.) " Make known these missives to our loyal 
" people. We shall follow them straight. From your loving 
** cousin, 

"The King." 

Valoeb. The King. How he will wear his state ! 
Why, D'Alba, 
Thy worshipped Annabel chose well ; she'll be 
A Queen. 

D'Alba. Yet my poor title, had she graced it. 
Comes by unquestioned, sheer descent, unstain'd 
By dark mysterious murder. My good fathers — 
Heaven rest their souls ! — ^lie safely in the church-yard, 
A simple race ; whilst these high Princes — Sirs, 
These palace walls have echoes, or I'd tell ye — 
'Tis a deep riddle, but amongst them all 
The pretty boy is dead. 

Enter Leanti. 

Leanti ! 

Leanti. Lords, 

The King is at the gate. 

D'Alba. The King! Now, Sirs, 

Don your quick smiles, and bend your supple knees ; — 
The King I 

Enter Melpi. 

(Aside.) He's pale, he hath been hurt. (Aloud.) 
My liege. 
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Your vassals bid you welcome. 

Melfi. Noble Signors, 

I greet you well. Thanks, D'Alba. Good Leanti, 
I joy to see those reverend locks. I never 
Thought to behold a friendly face again. 
And now I bring ye sorrow. Death hath been 
Too busy ; though the ripe and bearded ear 
Escaped his sickle — but ye know the tale ; 
Ye welcomed me as King; and I am spared 
The painful repetition. 

Valoee. Sire, we know 

From your own royal hand enough for joy 
And sorrow; Death hath ta'en a goodly child 
And spared a glorious man. But how — 

Melpi. My Lord, 

What wouldst thou more ? Before I entered here 
Messina's general voice had hailed her Sovereign. 
Lacks but the ceremonial form. 'Twere best 
The accustomed pageant were performed even now, 
Whilst ye, Sicilian Barons, strength and grace 
Of our Sicilian realm, are here to pledge 
Solemn allegiance. Say I sooth. Count D'Alba? 

D'Alba. Li sooth, my liege, I know not. Seems to me 
One form is wanting. Our bereaved state 
Stands like a widow, one eye dropping tears 
For her lost lord, the other turned with smiles 
On her new bridegroom. But even she, the Dame 
Of Ephesus, the buxom relict, famed 
For quick despatch o'er every widowed mate. 
Woman, or state— «ven she, before she wed. 
Saw the good man entombed. The funeral first ; 
And then the coronation. 

Melpi. Scoffer ! Lords, 

The corse is missing. 
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Calvi. Ha ! Perchance he lives ! 

Melfi. He fell, I tell thee. 

Yalobe. And the assassin ? 

Melfi. He 

Escaped, when I too fell. 

D'Alba. He ! Why, my liege. 

Was there but one ? 

Melfi. What mean ye, Sirs ? Stand off. 

D'Alba. Cannot your Highness gness the murderer ? 

Melfi. Stand from about me. Lords ! Dare ye to front 
A King ? What, do ye doubt me ; you, or you ? 
Dare ye to doubt me P Dare ye look a question 
Into mine eyes ? Take thy gaze off; A King 
Demands a modester regard. Now, Sirs, 
What do ye seek ? I tell ye, the fair boy 
Fell underneath the assassin's sword ; and I, 
Wounded almost to death, am saved to prove 
My subjects' faith, to punish, to reward. 
To reign, I tell ye, nobles. Now, who questions ? 
Who glares upon me now ? What ! are ye mute ? 

Leanti. Deign to receive our homage, Sire, and pardon 
The undesigned offence. Your Highness knows 
Count D'Alba's mood. 

Melfi. And he knows mine. Well, well ! 

Be all these heats forgotten. 

Calvi. \_To D'Alba.] How his eye 
Wanders around the circle ! 

Melfi. Ye are met. 

Barons of Sicily, in such august 
And full assemblage as may well beseem 
Your office, honour well yourselves and me ; 
Yet one is missing, — ^greatest, first, and best, — 
My son. Knows not Prince Julian that his father 
Is here ? Will he not come ? Go some one say 
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That I would see him. [Exit Calvi. 

Valoke. Sire, the Prince hath lain 

Sick of a desperate malady. 

Melfi. Alas ! 

And I — Sick didst thou say ? 

Valoke. Eight days have passed 

Since he hath left his couch. 

Leanti. He*s better now. 

The gentle Princess, who with one young page 
Hath tended him — 

!Melfi. What page ? 

Leanti. A stranger boy. 

Seen but of few, young Theodore. 

Melpi. a stranger I 

Say on. The Princess — ? 

Leanti. As I crossed the hall 

I met her, with her own glad step, her look 
Of joy ; and when I asked how fared Prince Julian ? 
She put her white hands into mine, with such 
A smile, and then passed on. 

Melfi. Without a word ? 

Leanti. Without a word, save the mute eloquence 
Of that bright smile. 

D*Alba. [Aside,'] Oh, 'twas enough ! on him ! 
Smile on that dotard! Whilst I — [Aloud.'] Why, my 

lords. 
Here's a fine natural sympathy ; the son 
Sickens at the father's wound ! The very day ! 
The very hour ! He must have known the deed — 
Perhaps he knows the assassin — 

Melfi. Stop. 

D'Alba. My liege, 

I speak it in his honour. Many an heir 
Had been right glad to step into a throne 
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Just as the mounting pulse of youth beat high ; — 

A soldier too ! and with a bride so fair. 

So delicate, so fashioned for a Queen 

By canning nature. But he — ^for full surely 

He knew — 

Melfi. Stop. No, no, no ; he knew it not ! 
He is my son. 

Enter Calvi, followed hy Julian. 

Calvi. My liege, the Prince I 

Melfi. Already ! 

Pardon me, good my lords, that I request 
A moment's loneliness. We have been near 
To death since last— Have touched upon the grave. 
And there are thoughts, which only our own hearts 
Should hear. I pray ye, pardon me. Pll join ye 
Within the hour for the procession. 

\Exeuwt D'Alba, Leanti, Valoee, Calvi, &c. 
Julian ! 
Approach ! Come nearer ! Speak to me ! 

Jul. My lord ! 

Melfi. Has he forgot to call me father ! 

Jul. Father! 

Melfi. I know what thou would'st say. The hat 
And sable plumes concealed — No more of it. 

Jul. Oh, father ! 

Melfi. Bise, my son. Let us forget 

What — How is Annabel P They say she has been 
A faithful nurse. Thou hast been sick ? 

Jul. Pm well. 

Melfi. Fie, when thou tremblest so. 

Jul. Fmwell! I have been 

Sick, brainsick, heartsick, mad. I thought — ^I feared — 
It was a foretaste of the pains of hell 
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To be so mad and yet retain tlie sense 
Of that which made me so. But thou art here. 
And I — Oh, nothing but a father's heart 
Could ever have forgiven ! 

Melpi. No more ! No more ! 

Thou hast not told me of thy wife. 

Jul. She waits 

To pay her duty. 

Melfi. Stay. Count D'Alba looked 

With evil eyes upon thee, and on me 
Cast his accustomed tauntings. Is there aught 
Amiss between ye P 

Jul. No. 

Melfi. He hath not yet. 

Perhaps, forgotten yonr long rivalry 
T'or AnnabeFs fair hand. A dangerous meaning 
Lurked in those bitter gibes. A dangerous foe 
Were D'Alba. Julian, the sea-breeze to thee 
Brings health, and strength, and joy. I have an errand 
As far as Madrid. None so well as thou 
Can bid it speed. Thou shalt away to-day ; — 
'Tis thy best medicine ; — ^thou and thy young wife. 
The wind is fair. 

Jul. To-day! 

Melpi. Have I not said ? 

Jul. Send me just risen from a sick couch to Madrid ! 
Send me from home, from thee ! Banish me ! Father, 
Canst thou not bear my sight ? 

Melfi. I cannot bear 

Contention. Must I needs remind thee, Julian, 
I also have been ill? 

Jul. I'll go to-day. 

How pale he is ! I had not dared before 
To look upon his face. I'll go to-day. 
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Melfi. This very hour ? 

Jul. This very hour. 

Melfi. My son ! 

Now call thy — ^yet a moment. Where's the boy — 
He shall aboard with thee — thy pretty page ? 

Jul. The King ? Mean'st thou the King ? 

Melfi. He whom thou call'st — 

Jul. Wilt thou not say the King ? 

Melfi Young Theodore. 

Hearken, Prince Julian ! I am glad, right glad 
Of what hath chanced. 'Twas well to bring him hither, 
And keep him at thy side. He shall away 
To Spain with thee, that Theodore — ^Forget 
All other titles. He'U be glad of this. • 
A favourite page, a spoilt and petted boy. 
To lie in summer gardens, in the shade 
Of orange groves, whose pearly blossoms fall 
Amidst his clustering curls, and to his lute 
Sing tenderest ditties, — such his happy lot ; 
Whilst I — Go, bring thy wife. 

Jul. He is the King. 

Melfi. Call Lady Annabel. 

Jul. The King, I say. 

The rightful King, the only King ! I'll shed 
The last drop in my veins for King Alfonso. 

Melfi. Once I forgave thee. But to beard me thus, 
And for a weak and peevish youth, a faintling, 
A boy of a girl's temper ; one who shrinks 
Trembling and crouching at a look, a word, 
A lifted finger, like a beaten hound. 

Jul. Alas ! poor boy, he hath no other friend 
Since thou, who should'st defend him — Father, father. 
Three months have scarcely passed since thy dear brother, 
(Oh, surely thou lovedst him !) with the last words 
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He ever spake, besought thy guardian care 
Of his fair child. Next upon me he turned 
His dying eyes, quite speechless then, and thou — 
I could not speak, for poor Alfonso threw 
Himself upon my breast, with such a gush 
Of natural grief, I had no utterance — 
But thou didst vow for both protection, faith, 
Allegiance ; thou didst swear so fervently. 
So deeply, that the spirit flew to Heaven 
Smiling. , I'll keep that oath. 

Melfi. Even if again 

Thy sword — 

Jul. TJrge not that on me. 'Tis a fire 

Here in my heart, ijiy brain. Bethink thee, fatlier. 
Soldier or statesman, thine is the first name 
Of Sicily, the General, Regent, Prince, 
The unmatched in power, the unapproach'd in fame ; 
What could that little word, a King, do more 
For thee? 

^Ielfi. That Httle word ! Why that is fame. 
And power, and glory ! That shall fill the world. 
Lend a whole age its name, and float along 
The stream of time, with such a buoyancy. 
As shall endure when palaces and tombs 
Are swept away like dust. That little word ! 
Beshrew thy womanish heart that cannot feel 
Its spell ! \_Gnn8 and shouts are heard without. 

Hark I hark ! the guns ! I feel it now. 
I am proclaimed. Before I entered here 
'Twas known throughout the city that I lived, 
And the boy-king was dead. 

* [GuTiSt bells, and shauts again. 
Hark, King Rugiero ! 
Dost hear the bells and shouts ? Oh, His a proud 
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And glorious feeling thus at once to live 

Within a thousand bounding hearts, to hear 

The strong out-gushing of that present fame 

For whose uncertain dim futurity 

Men toil, and slay, and die ! Without a crime — 

I thank thee still for that — ^Without a crime — 

For he'll be happier — ^I am a King. [Shouts again. 

Dost thou not hear. Long live the King Rugiero P 

Jul. The shout is weak. 

Melpi. Augment it by thy voice. . 

Would the words choke Prince Julian P Cannot he 
Wish long life to his father P 

Jul. Live, my father ! 

Long live the Duke of Melfi ! 

Melfi. Live the King ! 

Jul. Long live the King Alfonso ! 

Melpi Now, by Heaven, 

Thou art still brainsick. There is a contagion 
Li the soft dreamy nature of that child. 
That thou, a soldier — ^I was overproud 
Of thee and thy young fame. That lofty brow 
Seem'd form'd to wear a crown. Chiefly for thee — 
Where is the page P 

Jul. Oh, father, once again 

Take pity on us all ! For me ! For me I 
Thou hast always been to me the kindest, fondest — 
Preventing all my wishes — ^1*11 not reason, 
rU not contend with thee. Here at thy feet. 
Prostrate in spirit^ in form, I cry 
For mercy ! Save me from despair ! from sin ! 

Melpi. Unmanly, rise ! lest in that slavish posture 
I treat thee as a slave. 

Jul. Strike an thou wilt, 

Thy words pierce deeper, to the very core ! 
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Strike aa thou wilt ; but hear me. Oh, my father, 
I do conjure thee, by that name, by all 
The boundless love it guerdons, spare my soul 
This bitterness 1 

Melfi. I'll reign. 

Jul. Ay, reign, indeed ; 

Rule over mightier reahns ; be conqueror 
Of crowned passions ; king of thy own mind. 
I've ever loved thee as a son, do this 
And I shall worship thee. I will cling to thee ; 
Thou shalt not shake me off. 

Melfi. Go to ; thou art mad. 

Jul. Not yet ; but thou may'st make me so. 

Melfi. I'll make thee 

The heir of a fair crown. 

Jul. Not all the powers 

Of all the earth can force upon my brow 
That heritage of guilt. Cannot I die ? 
But that were happiness. I'd rather drag 
A weary life beneath the silent rule 
Of the stem Trappist, digging my own grave. 
Myself a living corse, cut off from the sweet 
And natural kindness that man shows to man ; 
I'd rather hang, a hermit, on the steep 
Of horrid Etna, between snow and fire ; 
Eather than sit a crown'd and honour'd prince 
Guarded by children, tributaries, friends. 
On an usurper's throne. ^Ouns toUhout, 

Melfi. I must away. 

We'll talk of this anon. Where is the boy ? 

Jul. Safe. 

Melfi. Trifle not with my impatience, Julian ; 
Produce the child. Howe'er thou may deny 
Allegiance to the king, obey thy father. 

VOL. I. K 
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Jul. I had a father. 

Melfi. Ha ! 

Jul. But he gave up 

Faith, loyalty, and honour, and pure fame. 
And his own son. 

Melfi. My son I 

Jul. I loved him once. 

And dearly. Still too dearly ! But with all 
That burning, aching, passionate old love 
Wrestling within my breast ; even face to face ; 
Those eyes upon me ; and that trembling hand 
Thrilling my very heart strings— Take it off! 
In mercy take it off ! — Still I renounce thee. 
Thou hast no son. I have no father. Go 
Down to a childless grave. 

Melpi. Even from the grave 

A father's curse may reach thee, clinging to thee 
Cold as a dead man's shroud, shadowing thy days, 
Haunting thy dreams, and hanging, a thick cloud, 
'Twixt thee and Heaven. Then, when perchance thine own 
Small prattling pretty ones shall cHmb thy knee 
And bid thee bless them, think of thy dead father, 
And groan as thou dost now. \_Guns again. 

Hark ! His the hour ! 
I must away. Back to thy chamber, son. 
And choose if I shall curse thee. [Exit Melpi. 

Jul. Did he curse me P 

Did he ? Am I that withered, blasted wretch ? 
Is that the fire tlHit bums my brain ? Not yet ! 
Oh, do not curse me yet ! He's gone. The boy ! 
The boy 1 {Rushes out. 

END OP ACT n. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

A Magnificent Cathedral. A Gothic Monument in the Fore- 
ground, with Steps round it, and the Figure of an Old 
Warrior on the top. 

D'Alba, Leanti, Valobe, Calvi, and other Nobles. 

Calvi. Where stays the King ? 

Leanti. He's robing to assume 

The Crown. 

Calvi. What a gloom reigns in the Cathedral ! 
Where are the people, who should make and grace 
This pageant? 

Valobe. 'Tis too sudden. 

D'Alba. Saw ye not 

How coldly, as the slow procession moved. 
Men's eyes were fixed upon him ? Silently 
We passed amidst dull silence. I could hear 
The chink of money, which the heralds flung, 
Keverberflte on the pavement. They, who stooped 
To gather up the coin, looked on the impress 
Of young Alfonso, sighed and shook their heads 

K 2 
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As 'twere his funeral. 

Calvi. Methinks this place, 

The general tomb of his high line, doth cry 
Shame on us ! The mute citizens do mourn him 
Better than we. 

D'AxBA. Therefore the gates are closed. 

And none but peers of Sicily may pass 
The guarded doors. 

Leanti. Where is Prince Julian ? 

D'Alba. Sick. 

Here comes the Mighty One, and the great Prelates 
That shall anoint his haughty brow ; 'tis bent 
With a stem joy. 

Enter Melfi, in Royal BoheSy preceded hy Nobles, Officers, 8fC. 
hearing the Crown, Archbishop, Bishops, ^c. 

Melpi. No ! To no tapered shrine. 

Here, reverend Fathers, here ! This is my altar : 

The tomb of my great ancestor, who first 

Won from the Paynim this Sicilian crown. 

And wore it gloriously ; whose name I bear 

As I will bear his honour'd sceptre. Here, 

At this most kingly altar, will I plight 

My vow to Sicily, the nuptial vow 

That links my fate to her's. Here I'll receive 

Her Barons' answering faith. Hear me, thou shade 

Of great Eugiero, whilst I swear to guard 

With heart and hand the realm thy valour won. 

The laws thy wisdom framed — ^brave legacy 

To prince and people ! To defend their rights. 

To rule in truth and justice, peacefully. 

If peace may be ; and with the awful arm 

Of lawful power to sweep the oppressor off 

From thy blest Isle ; to be the Peasants' King — 
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Nobles, hear that ! — ^the Peasants* King and yours ! 
Look down. Ancestral Spirit, on my oath. 
And sanctify and bless it ! Now the crown. 

D'Alba. What noise is at the gate ? 

Melfi. Crown me, I say. 

Archb. 'Tis fallen! Save us firom the ill omen ! 

Melfi. Save us 

From thy dull hands, old dotard ! Thou a Priest, 
And tremble at the touch of power ! Give me 
The crown. 

D'AiiBA. It fits thee not. 

Melfi. Give me the crown. 

And with a steady grasp it shall endue 
These throbbing brows that bum till they be bound 
With that bright diadem. 

EfUer Julian and Alfonso. 

Jul. Stop. Place it here 1 

This is the King ! the real, the only King ! 
The living King Alfonso ! 

Melfi. Out, foul traitor I 

'Tis an impostor. 

Jul. Look on him. Count D'Alba ; 

Calvi, Valore, look 1 Ye know him welL 
And ye that never saw him, know ye not 
His father's lineaments P E^emove thy hand 
From that fair forehead. 'Tis the pallid brow 
Bent into pensiveness, the dropping eyelid. 
The womanish changing cheek — ^his very self ! 
Look on him. Do ye know him ? Do ye own 
Your King ? 

Calvi. 'Tis he. 

D'Alba. The boy himself ! 

Jul. Now place 
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The crown upon his head ; aad hear me swear. 
Low at his feet, as subject, kinsman. Prince, 
Allegiance. 

Alf. Eise, dear Cousin. 

Jul. Father, kneel, 

E!neel here with me, thou his first subject, thou 
The guardian of the state, kneel first, and vow 
Thy princely fealty. 

Melti. Hence, abject slave I 

And thou, young minion — 

Jul. to Alp. Eear not. Father, kneel ! 

Look where thou art. This is no place, my lord. 
To dally with thy duty : underneath 
Thy fathers sleep ; above their bamiers wave 
Heavily. Death is rotind about us. Death 
And Fame. Have they no voice for thee ? Not one 
Of our long storied Hue but lived and died 
A pure and faithful Knight, and left his son 
Honour — ^proud heritage ! I am thine heir. 
And I demand that bright inheritance 
Unstained, undimmed. Kneel, I implore thee ! I, 
Thy son. 

Melpi Off, cursed viper 
Off, ere I hurl thee on the stones ! 

Jul. I've done 

My duty. Was it not my duty P 

Alf. Julian, 

Sit here by me ; here on the steps. 

D'Alba. Again 

We must demand of thee, my Lord of Melfi, 
How chanced this tale of murder ? Here's our Prince, 
Safe and unhurt. But where's the assassin P Where 
The regicide P Where he that wounded thee P 

Melpi. [Pointing to Julian.] Demand of him. 
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D'Alba. Where be these murderers ? 

Art sure thou saVst them, Duke ? Or was't a freak 
Of the deft Fay Morgana ? Didst thou feel 
The trenchant blade ? Or was the hurt thou talk'st of 
A fairj wound, a phantasm ? Once again 
I warn thee, speak. 

Melfi. Ask of Prince Julian, Sir, 

This work is his. 

D'Alba. He speaks not. Little King, 

What say'st thou? 

Alf. Julian saved me. 

D' Alba. Saved ! From whom ? 

From what? 

Alf. a king should have no memory 
But for good deeds. My lords, an it so please you, v^ 

We'll to the Palace. I'll not wear to-day 
This crown. Some fitting season; but not now. 
I'm weary. Let us home. 

D'At.ba. Ay, take him hence. 

Home with him. Count Valore. Stay by him 
Till I come to ye. Leave him not. Nay, Calvi, 
Remain. Hence with the boy. 

Alp. My Cousin Julian, 

Wilt thou not go with us ? 

Jul. I've done my duty. 

Was't not my duty ? But look there ! look there ! 
I cannot go with thee. I am his now. 
All his. 

Alp. Uncle — 

Melfi. Away, bright spotted worm— 

D'Alba. What, ho I the guard I 

Alf. My lord, where Julian is 

I need no guard. Question no more of this, 
But follow us. [Ea;euni Alfonso, Valore, at^ other Nobles. 
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Melfi. I do contemn myself 
That I hold sOence. Warriors, kinsmen, friends. 
Barons of Sicily, the valiant princes 
Of this most fertile and thrice famous Isle, 
Hear me '. What yonder crafty Count hath dared. 
With subtle question and derisive smile. 
To slide into a meaning, is as true 
As he is false. I would be King ; Fd reign 
Over fair Sicily; I'd call myself 
Your Sovereign, Princes ; thine, Count D'Alba, thine, 
Calvi, and old Leanti — we were comrades 
Many a year in the rough path of war. 
And now ye know me aU. I'll be a king 
Fit for this warlike nation, which brooks sway 
Only of men. Yon slight fair boy is bom 
With a woman's heart. Let him go teU his beads 
For us and for our kingdom ; I'll be King. 
I'll lend unto that title such a name. 
As shall enchase this bauble with one blaze 
Of honour. I'll lead on to glory, lords. 
And ye shall shine in the brightness of my fame 
As planets round the sun. What say ye ? 

D'Alba. Never ! 

Calvi, &c. Never ! 

Melfi. Say thou, Leanti, thou'rt a soldier 

Worthy of the name, — a brave one ! What say'st thou ? 

Leanti. If young Alfonso — 

D'Alba. Peace. Why, this is well. 

This morning I received a tale — I'm not 
An over-believer in man's excellence ; 
I know that in this slippery path of life 
The firmest foot may fail ; that there have been 
Ere now ambitious generals, grasping heirs. 
Unnatural kinsmen, foul usurpers, murderers ! — 
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I know that man is frail, and might have fallen 

ThoTJ^h Eve had never lived. — Albeit I own 

The smiling mischiefs potency. But this, 

This tale was made up of such several sins, 

All of them devilish; treason, treachery. 

And pitiless cruelty made murder pale 

With their red shame, — I doubt not readily 

When man and guilt are joined — ^but this the common 

And general sympathy that links our kind 

Forbade to believe. Yet now before you all. 

His peers and mine, before the vacant throne 

He sought to usurp, before the crown that fell 

As conscious from his brow, I do arraign 

Rugiero, Duke of Melfi, General, Peer, 

Regent, and Prince, of Treason. 

Melpi. Treason ! D'Alba, 

We quarrel not for words. Let these but foUow 
And bold emprise shall bear a happier name. 
Sicilians, have ye lost your Island spirit ? 
Barons, is your ancient bravery tamed down 
By this vain scoffer ? FU to the people. They 
Love their old soldier. 

D'Alba. Stop. Duke, I arraign thee 

Of murder ; planned, designed, attempted murder. 
Though incomplete, on the thrice sacred person 
Of young Alfonso, kinsman, ward, and King. 
Wilt thou defend this too P Was*t a brave deed 
To draw the assassin's sword on that poor child ? 
Seize him! 

Melfi. Come near who dares ! Where be thy proofs ? 
Where be thy witnesses P 

D'AiBA. There's one. Prince Julian, 

Bouse thee ! He sits erect and motionless 
As yon ancestral image. Doth he breathe P 

K 3 
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Rouse thee, and answer, as before thy God, 
As there is truth in Heaven, Didst thou not see 
Thy father's sword at young Alfonso's breast ? 
Lay not the boy, abeady dead with fear. 
At his fabe guardian's feet. Ansi^er I 

Melfi. Ay, speak. 

Prince Julian I Dost thou falter now ? On, on. 
And drive the dagger home i On, on, I say. 

Calvi. We wait your Highuess' answer. 

Jul. Which among ye 

Dares question me ? What are ye. Sirs ? 

D'Alba. The States 

Of Sicily. 

Jul. The States ! Without a head ! 
Without a King I Without a Regent ! States ! 
The States ! Are ye the States that 'gainst all form 
Of justice or of guardian law drive on 
To bloody trial him your greatest P Here too ! 
Here ! Will ye build up scaffolds in your churches P 
And turn grave priests to headsmen P I'll not answer. 

Calvi. The rack may force thee. 

D'Alba. He but smiles. Convey 

The Duke to the Hall of Justice. We shall follow. 
Go summon Juan Castro thither. Hence '. 
Why loiter ye ? 

Melpi. a word with thee, Prince Julian. 
I pray ye Ksten, 'tis no treason, lords. 
I would but say, finish thy work. Play well 
The part that thou hast chosen. Cast aside 
All filial yearnings. Be a gallant foe. 
Rush onward through the fight. Trample me down. 
Tread on my neck. Be perfect in that quality 
Which thou call'st justice. QueU thy womam'sh weak- 
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Let me respect the enemy, whom once 
I thought my son. 

Jul. Once, father I 

Melfi. Pm no father ! 

Eonse not my soul to curse thee ! Tempt me not 
To curse thy mother-r-She whom I once deemed 
A saint in purity. Be resolute. 
Palter not with them. Lie not. 

Jul. Did I ever ? 

Melfi. Finish thy work. On, soldiers I 

\_E3dt Melfi, guarded. 

D'Alba. Answer, Prince ! 

The Duke, as thou hast heard, disclaims thee. 

Jul. Dare not 

A man of ye say that. I am his son — 
Tremble lest my sword should prove md so ; — a part 
Of his own being. He gave me this life. 
These senses, these affections. The quick blood 
That knocks so strongly at my heart is his — 
Would I might spill it for him ! Had ye no fathers. 
Had ye no sons, that ye would train men up 
Li parricide ? I wiU not answer ye. 

D'Alba. This passion is thy answer^ Couldst thou 
say 
No ; in that simple word were more comprised 
Than in a world of fiery eloquence. 
Canst thou not utter No ? ^Tis short and easy. 
The first sound that a stuttering babe will lisp 
To his fond nurse, — yet thy tongue stammers at it ! 
I ask him if his father be at once 
Traitor and murderer, and he cannot say, 
No! 

Jul. Subtle, blood-thirsty fiend I I'll answer 
To nought that thou canst ask. Murderer I The King 
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Lives. Seek of him. One truth TU tell thee, D'Alba, 
And then the record of that night shall pass 
Down to the grave in silence. But one sword 
Was stained with blood in yonder glen — ^*twas mine ! 
I am the only guilty. This I swear 
Before the all-seeing God, whose quenchless gaze 
Pierced through that twilight hour. Now condemn 
The Duke of Melfi, anje dare ! I'll speak 
No more on this foul question. 

Leanti. Thou the guilty ? 

Thou! 

Jul. I have said it. 

D'AiiBA. I had heard a tale— 

Leai^ti. This must be sifted. 

D'Alba. In that twilight hour 

A mortal eye beheld them. An old Spaniard, 
One of the guard — ^By Heaven, it is a tale 
So bloody, so unnatural, man may scarce 
Believe it ! 

Leai^ti. And the King still lives. 

D'Alba. Why 'tis 

A mystery. Let's to the Hall of Justice 
And hear this soldier. Sir, they are ambitious. 
Father and son — ^We can pass judgment there. 
This is no place ; — ^Leanti, more ambitious 
Than thou canst guess. 

Jul. Ay, by a thousand-fold I 

I am an eaglet bom, and can drink in 
The sunlight, when the blinking owls go darkling. 
Dazzled and blinded by the day. Ambitious ! 
I have had day dreams would have shamed the visions 
Of that great master of the world, who wept 
For other worlds to conquer. I'd have lived 
An age of sinless glory, and gone down 
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Storied and epitaphed and chronicled, 

To the very end of time. Now — ^But I still 

May suffer bravely, may die as a Prince, 

A man. Ye go to judgment. Lords, remember 

I am the only guilty. 

Calvi. We must needs. 

On such confession, give you into charge 
A prisoner. Ho ! Captain. 

Leanti. Goes he with us ? 

D'Alba. No ; for the hall is near, and they are best 
Questioned apart. Walk by me, good Leanti, 
And I will show thee why. 

Leanti. Is't possible 

That Julian stabb'd his father ? 

D'Alba. No. Thou saVst 

They met as friends ; no ! no ! 

\_I!a:euni Calvi and other Lords, 

Enter Annabel. 

Ann. Where is he ? Where ? 

Julian! 

D'Alba. Fair Princess — 

Ann. Stay me not. My Julian ! 

D'Alba. Oh, how she sinks her head upon his arm ! 
How her curls kiss his cheek I and her white hand 
Lies upon his ! The cold and sluggish husband ! 
He doth not clasp that loveliest hand, which nature 
Fashioned to gather roses, or to hold 
Bunches of bursting grapes. 

Leanti. Count IVAlbaj see. 

We are alone. Wilt thou not come ? 

IVAlba. Anon. 

Now he hath seized her hand, hath dared to grasp. 
He shall not hold it long. 
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Leanti. They'll wait us, Count. 

D'AiiBA. That white hand shall be mine. 

[Exeunt D'Axba and Leanti. 

Jul. My Annabel, 

Why art thou here P 

Ann. Xhey said — ^I was a fool 

That believed them I — Constance said she heard a cry, 
Down with the Melfi ! and the rumour ran 
That there had been a fray, that thou wast slain. 
But thou art safe, my Julian. 

Jul. As thou seest. 

Thou art breathless still. 

Ann. Ay. I flew through the streets. 

Piercing the crowds like light. I was a fool ; 
But thou hadst left me on a sudden, bearing 
The young Alfonso with thee, high resolve 
Fixed in thine eye. I knew not — Love is fearful ; 
And I have learnt to fear. 

Jul. Thou tremblest still. 

Ann. The Church is cold and lonely ; and that seat, 
At the foot of yon grim warrior, all too damp 
For thee. I like not thus to see thee, Julian, 
Upon a tomb. Thou must submit thee still 
To thy poor nurse. Home I By the way thou'lt tell me 
What hath befallen. Where is Alfonso ? 

Jul. Say 

The King ! the rightful, the acknowledged King 1 
Annabel, this rude stone's the effigy 
Of the founder of our line ; the gallant chief 
Who swept away the Saracen, and quelled 
Fierce civil broils ; and, when the people's choice 
Crowned him, lived guardian of their rights, and died 
•Wept by them as a father. And methinks 
To-day I do not shame my ancestor ; 
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I dare to sit here at his feet, and feel 

He would not spurn his son. Thou dost not grieve 

To lose a crown, my fairest ? 

Ann. Oh no ! no ! 

Pm only proud of thee. Thy fame's my crown. 

Jul. Not fame but conscience is the enduring crown. 
And wearing that impearled, why to lose fame 
Or life were nothing. 

Ann. Where's thy father, Julian ? 

Forgive me, I have pabed thee. 

Jul. No. The pang 

Is mastered. Where ? He is a prisoner 
Before the States. I am a prisoner here. 
These are my guards. Be calmer. Sweetest. Bend not 
This holy place with shrieks. 

Ann. They seek thy life ! 

They'll sentence thee! They'll kill thee! No! they shall 

not. 
Unless they kill me first. What crime— Gtod, 
To talk of crime and thee ! — ^What falsest charge 
Dare they to bring ? 

Jul. Somewhat of yon sad night 

They know. 

Ann. Where's Theodore ? the page ? the King ? 
Doth he accuse thee P 

Jul. He ! poor gentle Cousin ! 

He is as innocent as thou. 

Ann. I'll fetch him. 

We'U go together to the States. We'll save thee. 
We, feeble though we be, woman and boy. 
We'll save thee. Hold me not ! 

Jul. Where wouldst thou go ? 

Ann. To the States. 

Jul. And there ? 
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Ann. ril tell the truth, the truth, 

The irresistible truth ! Let go. A moment 
May cost thy life, — our lives. Nothing but truth. 
That's all thy cause can need. Let go. 

Jul. And he. 

My father? 

Ann. What's a thousand such as he. 
To thee, my husband ! But he shall be safe. 
He is thy father. I'll say nought can harm him. 
He was ever kind to me I I'll pray for him. 
Nay, an thou fear'st me, Julian, I'll not speak 
One word ; I'll only kneel before them all. 
Lift up my hands, and pray in my inmost' heart. 
As I pray to God. 

Jul. My loving wife, to Him 

Pray, to Him only. Leave me not, my dearest ; 
There is a peace around us in this pause. 
This interval of torture. I'm content 
And strong to suffer. Be thou — ' 

Enter D'Alba, Calvi, Leanti, and Nobles. 

Ha! returned 
Already ! This is quick. But I'm prepared. 
The sentence ! 

Ann. Tell it not ! Ye are his judges. 

Ye have the power of life or death. Your words 
Are fate. Oh, speak not yet ! Listen to me. 

D'Alba. Ay; a long summer's day! What wouldst 
thou? 

Ann. Save him ! 

Save him! 

D'Alba. He shall not die. 

Ann. Now bless thee, D'Alba ! 

Bless thee ! He's safe ! He's free ! 
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Jul. Once more I ask 

His doom, for that is mine. If ye have dared, 
In mockery of justice, to arraign 
And sentence your great ruler, with less pause 
Than a petty thief taken in the manner, what's 
Our doom? 

IVAlba. Sir, our great ruler (we that love not 
Law's tedious circumstance may thank him) spared 
All trial by confession. He avowed 
Treason and regicide; and aU that thou 
Hadst said or might say, he avouched unheard 
For truth ; then cried, as thou hast done, for judgment, 
For death. 

Jul. I can die too. 

Leaitti. a milder doom 

Unites ye. We have spared the royal blood. 

D'Alba. Only the blood. Estates and honours all 
Are forfeit to the King ; the assembled States 
Banish ye ; the most holy Church declares ye. 
Beneath her ban. This is your sentence. Sir. 
A herald waits to read it in the streets 
Before ye, and from out the city gate 
To thrust ye, outlawed, excommunicate. 
Infamous amongst men. Ere noon to-morrow" 
Ye must depart from Sicily ; on pain 
Of death to ye the outlaws, death to all 
That harbour ye, death to whoe'er shall give 
Food, shelter, comfort, speech. So pass ye forth , 
In infamy! 

Ann. Eternal infancy 
Eest on your heads, false judges ! Outlawed ! Banished ! 
Bereft of state and title ! Thou art still 
Best of the good, greatest among the great. 
My Julian ! Must they die that give thee food 
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And rest and comfort P I shall comfort thee, 
I, thy trae wife ! FU never leave thee. Never ! 
We'll walk together to the gate, my hand 
In thine, as lovers. Let's set forth. We'll go 
Together. 

Jul. Ay; but not to-night. I'll meet thee 
To-morrow at the harbour. 

Ann. No! no! no! 

I will not leave thee. 

Jul. Cling not thus. She trembles. 

She cannot walk. Brave Sir, we have been comrades ; 
There is a pity in thine eye which well 
Beseems a soldier. Take this weeping lady 
To King Alfonso. Tell the royal boy 
One, who was once his cousin and his friend. 
Commends her to him. Go. To-morrow, dearest. 
We'll meet again. Now for the sentence. Lords, 
I question not your power. I submit 
To all, even to this shame. Be quick 1 be quick ! 

lExewU, 



ENB 01 ACT ni. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Royal Palace, 

D'Alba, Bektonb. 

D'Alba I've parted them at last. The livelong night 
The little King lay, like a page, before 
Her chamber door; and ever as he heard 
A straggling sigh within, he cried, alas ! 
And echoed back her moan, and uttered words. 
Of comfort. Happy boy ! 

Bebt. Bat he is gone 

Towards the gate : be sore to meet Prince Jalian. 

D'Alba. For that I care not, so that I secure 
The vision which once flitted from my grasp 
And vanished like a rainbow. 

Bebt. Yet is Jalian 

Still dangerons. 

D'AxBA. Why after noon to-day — ^^^ 

And see the sun's already high !— he dies / * 
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If he be found iii Sicily. Take thou 
Two resolute comrades to pursue his steps. 
Soon as the time be past. Didst thou not hear 
The proclamation P KnoVst thou where he bides ? 
And Melfi ? 

Beet. Good my lord, 'tis said the Duke 
Is dead. 

D'Alba. Dead ! 

Bebt. Certain 'tis that yesternight 

He walked from out the Judgment Hall like one 
Dreaming, with eyes that saw not, ears that heard 
No sound, staggering and tottering like old age 
Or infancy. And when the kingly robe 
Was plucked from him, and he forced from the gate, 
A deep wound in his side burst forth ; the blood 
Welled like a fountain. 

D' Alba. And he died P 

Beet. He fell 

Fainting ; and Julian, who had tended him 
Silently, with a spirit so absorbed 
His own shame seemed unfelt, fell on his neck 
Shrieking like maddening woman. There we left him. 
And there 'tis said he hath outwatfihBfit4heLnight. 

D'Alba. There on the ground ? * 

Beet. So please you. 

D'Alba. Thou hast known 

A softer couch. Prince Julian. Is the litter 
Prepared ? And the old groom P 

Bert. . My lord, he waits 

Your pleasure. 

D'Alba. Gall him hither. ^Exit Beetone. 

Blood welled out 
Prom a deep wound ! Said old Leanti sooth P 
No matter. Either way he's guilty. 
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Re-enter Bertone with Renzt. 

Ha! 
A reverend knave. Wast thou Prince Julian's huntsman ? 

Renzi. An please you, Sir, I was. 

D'Alba. Dost know the Princess ? — 

Doth she know thee ? 

Renzi. Pull well, my lord. I tended 

Prince Julian's favourite greyhound. It was strange 
How Lelia loved my lady, — the poor fool 
Hath pined for her this week past, — and my lady 
Loved Lelia. She would stroke her glossy head, 
And note her sparkling eyes, and watch her gambols, 
And talk of Leila's beauty, Leila's speed. 
Till I was weary. 

D'Alba. And the angel deemed 
This slave as faithful as her dog ! The better. 
Dost thou love ducats, Renzi ? 

\Tossing him a purse. 
Canst thou grace 
A lie with tongue and look and action ? 

Renzi. Ay. 

D'Alba. Go to the Princess ; say thy master sent thee 
To guide her to him, or the young Alfonso — 
Use either name or both. Spare not for tears. 
Or curses. Lead her to the litter ; see 
That Constance follows not. Bertone 'U gain 
Admittance for thee. Go. 

\_Exit Renzi. 
Bertone, seek me 
A supple churchman ; — ^Know'st thou any ? One 
Not scrupulous ; one who loves gold, and laughs 
At conscience. Bring him to me. I must hasten 
Silently home. Let not the Princess guess 



Digitized by.VjOOQlC 



214 JULIAN. [act IV. 

That I have lefl; the palace. 
Bebt. No, my Lord. 

[ExeuiU severally. 



SCENE n. 

The Country just without the Gales of Messina, 
A hilly Background, 

Mblfi, lying on the Stage, Juman. 

Jul He wakes ! He is not dead ! I am not yet 
A parricide. I dare not look on him ; 
I dare not speak. 

Melpi. Water ! My throat is scorched. 

[Exit Julian. 
My tongue cleaves to my mouth. Water ! Will none 
Go fetch me water P Am I here alone ? 
Here on the bloody ground, as on that night — 
Am I there still P No ! I remember now. 
Yesterday I was King ; to-day I'm nothing ; 
Cast down by my own son; stabbed in my fame ; 
Branded and done to death ; an outlaw where 
I ruled ! He, whom I loved with such a pride. 
With such a fondness, hath done this ; and I, 
I have not strength to drag me to his presence 
That I might ram down curses on his head. 
Might blast him with a look. 

Enter Julian. 

Jul, Here's water. Drink ! 

Melfi. What voice is that P Why dost thou shroud thy 
face? 
Dost shame to show thyself P Who art thou P 
Jul. Drmk ! 
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I pray thee, drink ! 

Melfi. Is't poison P 

JxTL. 'Tis the pure 

And limpid gashing of a natural spring 
Close by yon olive ground. A little child. 
Who stood beside the fount, watching the bright 
And many-coloured pebbles, as they seemed 
To dance in the bubbling water, filled for me 
Her beechen cup, with her small innocent hand, 
And bade our Lady bless the draught 1 Oh, drink ! 
Have faith in such a blessing. 

Melfi. Thou shouldst bring 

Nothing but poison. Hence, accursed cup I 
ril perish in my thirst. I know thee, Sir. 

Jul. Father ! 

Melfi. I have no son. I had one once, 
A gallant gentleman ; but he— What, Sir, 
Didst thou never hear of that Sicilian Prince, 
Who made the fabulous tale of Greece a truth. 
And slew his father ? The old Laius fell 
At once, unknowing and unknown ; but this 
New CBdipus, he stabbed and stabbed and stabbed. 
And the poor wretch cannot die. 

Jul. I think my heart 

Is iron that it breaks not. 

Melpi. I should curse him — 

And yet — Dost thou not know that I'm an outlaw. 
Under the ban P They stand in danger, Sir, 
That talk to me. 

Jul. I am an outlaw too. 

Thy fate is mine. Our sentence is alike. 

Melfi. What have they banished thee ? 

Jul. I should have gone. 

In very truth, I should have gone with thee. 
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Ay, to the end of the world. 

Melfi. What banish thee ! 

Oh, foul ingratitude ! Weak changeling boy ! 

Jul. He knows it not. Father, this banishment 
Came as a comfort to me, set me free 
From warring duties and fatiguing cares. 
And left me wholly thine. We shall be happy ; 
For she goes with us, who will prop thy steps. 
As once the maid of Thebes, Antigone, 
In that old tale. Choose thou whatever land — 
All are alike to us. But pardon me ! 
Say thou hast pardoned me ! 

Melfi. My virtuous son ! 

Jul. Oh, thanks to thee and Heaven ! He sinks ; he*s 
faint; 
His lips wax pale. FU seek the spring once more ; 
'Tis thirst. 

Melfi. What music's that P 

Jul. I hear none. 

Melfi. Hark ! 

Jul. Thou art weak and dizzy. 

Melfi. Angels of the air. 

Cherub and Seraph sometimes watch around 
The dying, and the mortal sense, at pause, 
'Twixt life and death, doth drink in a faint echo 
Of heavenly harpings ! 

Jul. I have heard so. 

Melfi Ay ; 

But they were just men, Julian ! They were holy. 
They were not traitors. 

Jul. Strive against these thoughts — 

Thou wast a brave man, father ! — fight against them. 
As 'gainst the Paynims thy old foes. He grows 
Paler and paler. Water from the spring ; 
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Or generous wine ; I saw a cottage near. 

Rest thee, dear father, till I come. [Fxit Julian. 

Mblfi. Again 

That mnsic ! It is mortal ; it draws nearer. 
No. But if men should pass must I lie here 
Like a crushed adder ? Here in the highway 
Trampled beneath their feet P— -So ! So ! FU crawl 
To yonder bank. Oh, that it were the deck 
Of some great Admiral, and I alone 
Boarding amidst a hundred swords I the breach 
Of some strong citadel, and I the first 
To mount in the cannon's mouth ! I was brave once. 
Oh, for the common undistinguished death 
Of battle, pressed by horses' heels, or crushed 
By falling towers ! Anything but to lie 
Here like a leper ! 

Enter Alfonso, Valoee, and Calvi. 

Alp. *Tis the spot where Julian— 

And yet I see him not, I'll pause awhile ; 
'Tis likely he'll return. I'll wait. 

Calvi. My liege 

You're sad to-day. 

Alf. I have good cause to be so. 

Valore. Nay, nay, cheer up. 

Alp. Didst thou not tell me. Sir, 

That my poor uncle's banished, outlawed, laid 
Under the Church's ban P 

Calvi. He would have slain 

His Sovereign. 

Alp. I ne'er said it. Yesterday 

I found you at his feet. Oh, would to Heaven 
The crown were on his head, and I — ^What's that P 

Val. The moaning wind. 

VOL. I. L 
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Calvi. He was a traitor, Sire. 

Alp. He was my kinsman still. And Julian ! Julian ! 
My Ck)usin Julian ! he who saved my life. 
Whose only crime it was to be too good. 
Too great, too well beloved,— to banish him ! 
To tear him from my arms ! 

Calvi. Sire, he confessed— 

Alf. Ye should have questioned me. Sirs, I'm a boy, 
A powerless, friendless boy, whose name is used 
To cover foul oppression. If I live 
To grasp a sword— but ye wiU break my heart 
Before that hour. Whence come those groans ? 

[Seeing Melh. 
My uncle 
Stretched on the ground, and none to tend thee I Eest 
Thy head upon my arm. Where's Julian? Sure 
I thought to find him with thee. Nay, be still ; 
Strive not to move. 

Melfi. I fain would kneel to thee 

For pardon. 

Calvi. Listen not, my liege. The States 
Sentenced the Duke of Melfi; thou hast not 
The power to pardon. Leave him to his fate. 

Val. 'Twere best youy Highness came with us. 

Alp. Avoid 

The place ! Leave us, cold, courtly lords. Avoid 
My sight ! Leave us, I say. Send instant succour. 
Food, water, wine, and men with hearts, if courts 
May breed such. Leave us. [Esit Calvi and Valoee. 

Melfi. GkJlant boy ! 

Alf. Alas! 

I have no power. 

Melfi. For all I need thou hast. 

Give me but six feet of Sicilian earth. 
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And thy sweet pardon. 

Alp. Talk not thus. I'll grow 

At once into a man, into a king. 
And they shall tremble, and tnm pale with fear. 
Who now have dared — 

Enter Julian. 

Julian ! 

Jul. Here's water ! Ha ! 

Alfonso ! I thought Pity had been dead. 
I craved a little wine, for the dear love 
Of Heaven, for a poor dying man ; and all 
Turned from my prayer. Drink, father. 

Alp. I have sent 

For succour. 

Jul. Gentle heart ! 

Mblpi, The time is past. 

Music again. 

Alp. Ay ; 'tis the shepherd's pipe 
!Prom yonder craggy mountain. How it swings 
Upon the wind, now pausing, now renewed, 
Eegular as a bell. 

Melpi. a passing bell. 

Alp. Cast off these heavy thoughts. 

Melh. Turn me. 

Alp. He bleeds ! 

The blood wells out. 

Melpi. It eases me. / 

Jul. He sinks ! 

He dies ! Off! he's my father. Best on me. 

Melpi. Bless thee. 

Jul. Oh no ! no ! no ! I cannot bear 

Thy blessing. Twice to stab, and twice forgiven — 
Oh, curse me rather ! 

L % 
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MsLn. Bless ye both. [Dies. 

Alp. He's dead. 

And surely he died penitent. That thought 
Hath in it a deep comfort. The freed spirit 
Gushed out in a full tide of pardoning love. 
He blest us both, my Julian ; even me 
As I had been his son. We'll pray for him 
Together, and thy Annabel shall join 
Her purest ongpns. I left her stretched 
In a deep slumber. All night long she watched 
And wept for him and thee; but now she sleeps. 
Shall I go fetch her ? She, better than I, 
Would soothe thee. Bost thou hear ? He writhes as though 
The struggling grief would choke him. Eouse thee, JuHan, 
Gakn thee. Thou frighten'st me. 

Jul. Am I not cabn P 

There is my sword. Go. 

Alf. I'll not leaye thee. 

Jul. King! 

Dost thou not see we've killed him ? Thou had'st cause ; 
But I, that was his son.7-Home to thy palace! 
Home I 

Alf. Let me stay beside thee ; 111 not speak, 
Nor look, nor moye. Let me but sit and drop 
Tear for tear with thee. 

Jul. Go. 

Alp. My Cousin Jidian — 

Jul. Madden me not. I'm excommunicate. 
An exile, and an outlaw, but a man. 
Grant me the human privilege to weep 
Alone o'er my dead father. King, I saved 
Thy life. Repay me now a thousand-fold — 
Go. 

Alp. Ay; for a sweet comforter. 
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Enter Paolo. 

Paolo. My li^e, 

The lady Annabel — 

Jul. What P is she dead P 

Have I killed her P 

Alf. Speak, Paolo. In thy charge 

I left her.' 

Jul. Is she dead P 

Paolo. No. Heayen forfend ! 

Bat she hath left the palace. 

Jul. 'Tis the curse 

Of blood thaf s on my head ; on all I love. 
She's lost. 

Alf. Did she go forth alone P 

Paolo. My liege, 

Prince Julian's aged huntsman, E^enzi, came, 
Sent, as he said, by thee, to bear her where 
Her lord was sheltered. 

Jul. Hoary traitor ! 

Paolo. She 

Followed him nothing fearing ; and I too 
Had gone, but D'Alba's servants closed the gates. 
And then my heart misgave me. 

Jul. Where's my sword P 

I'll rescue her ! I'll save her ! 

Alf. Hast thou traced 

Thy lady P 

Paolo. No, my liege, but much I fear- 
Certain a closed and guarded litter took 
The way to the western suburb. 

Jul. There, where lies 

The palace of Count D'Alba ! Stained— defiled— 
He hath thee now, my lovely one ! There's still 
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A way — ^Let me but reach thee ! One asylum — 
One bridal bed — One resting place. All griefs 
Are lost in this. Oh, would I lay as thou. 
My father ! Leaye him not in the highway 
For dogs to mangle. He was once a Prince. 
Farewell ! 

Alf. Let me go with thee. 

Jul. No. This deed 

Is mine. [Sa^it Julian. 

Alp. Paolo, stay by the corse. FU after. 
He shall not on this desperate quest alone. 

Paolo. Rather, my Kege, seek D'Alba : — As I deem 
He still is at thy palace. Watch him well. 
Stay by him closely. So may the sweet lady 
Be rescued, and Prince Julian saved. 

Alp. Thou'rt right. 

[Es:euni. 

SCENE III. 

An Apartment in an old Tower ; a rich Gothic Window, 
closed, but so constructed as that the Light may he thrown in, 
near it a small arched Door, beyond which is seen an Inner 
Chamber, with an open Casement. — ^Aiotabel is borne in by 
D'Alba and Guards, through a strong Iron Door in the 
side Scene, 

D'Alba, Annabel, Guards. 

D'Alba. Leave her with me. Guard well the gate ; and 
watch 
That none approach the tower. [Exeunt Guards. 

Fair Annabel ! 
Ann. Who is it calls ? WhereamI? Whoartthou? 
Why am I here ? Now Heaven preserve me, D'Alba ! 
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Where's Julian? Where's Prince Julian? Where's my 

husband ? 
E^nzi, who lured me from the palace, swore 
It was to meet my husband. 

D'Alba. Many an oath 

First sworn in falsehood turns to truth. He's here. 
Calm thee, sweet lady. 

Ann. Where ? I see him not. 

Julian! 

D'Alba. Another husband. 

Ann. Then he's dead ! 

He's dead ! 

D'Alba. He lives. 

Ann. Heard I aright ? Again ! 

There is a deafening murmur in mine ears. 
Like the moaning sound that dwells in the sea shell, 
So that I hear nought plainly. Say't again. 

D'Alba. He lives. 

Ann. Now thanks to Heaven ! Take me to him. 
Where am I? 

D'Alba. In an old and lonely tower 
At the end of my poor orchard. 

Ann. Take me home. 

D'Alba. Thou hast no home. 

Ann. No home ! His arms ! his heart ! 

Take me to him. 

D'Alba. Sweet Annabel, be still. 
Conquer this woman's vain impatiency, 
And listen. Why she trembles as I were 
Some bravo. Oh I that man's free heart should bow 
To a fair cowardice ! Listen. Thou biow'st 
The sentence of the Melfi ? 

Ann. Ay, the unjust 

And wicked doom that ranked the innocent 
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With the guilty. Bat I munnnr not. I love 
To snffer with him. 

I^Alba. He is banished; outlawed; 

Cut off from eveiy human tie ; — 

Akk. Not alL 

I am his wife. 

D* Alba. Under the Church's ban. 
I teU thee, Annabel, that learned priest. 
The sage Anselmo, deems thou art released 
Prom thy unhappy TOWS ; and will to-night — 

Ann. Stop. I was wedded in the light of day 
In the great church at Naples. Blessed day ! 
I am his wife , bound to him evermore 
In sickness, penury, disgrace. Count D'Alba^ 
Thou dost misprize the world, but thou must know 
That woman's heart is faithful, and clings closest 
In misery. 

D'Alba. If the Church proclaim thee free — 

Ajw. Sir, I will not be free ; and if I were, 
I'd give myself to Julian o'er again — 
Only to Julian ! Trifle thus no longer. 
Lead me to him. Eelease me. 

D'Alba. Now, by Heaven, 

I'll bend this glorious constancy. I've known thee 
Even from a little child, and I have seen 
That stubborn spirit broken : not by fear. 
That thou canst quell; nor interest; nor ambition; 
But love ! love ! love ! I tell thee, Annabel, 
One whom thou lov'st, stands in my danger. Wed me 
This very night — I will procure a priest 
And dispensations, there shall nothing lack 
Of nuptial form — ^Wed me, or look to hear 
Of bloody justice. 

Ann. My poor father, Mdfi ! 
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D'Alba. The Eegent ? He is dead. 

Airs. Grod hath been merciful. 

D'AiiBA. Is there no other name ? no dearer? 

Ann. Ha! 

D^Alba. Hadst thon such tender love for this proud 
father, 
Who little recked of thee, or thy fair looks ; 
Is all beside forgotten ? 

Ann. Speak ! 

D'Alba. Why, Julian! 

Julian, I say ! 

Ann. He is beyond thy power. 

Thanks, thanks, great God ! He's ruined, exiled, stripped 
Of name, and land, and titles. He's as dead. 
Thou hast no power to harm him. He can fall 
No deeper. Earth hath not a lowlier state 
Than princely Julian fills. 

D'Alba. Doth not the grave 

lie deeper P 

Ann. What P But thou hast not the power ! 
Hast thou P Thou canst not. Oh, be pitiful ! 
Speak, I conjure thee, speak ! 

D'Alba. Didst thou not hear 

That he was exiled, outlawed, banished far 
From the Sicilian Isles, on pain of death. 
If, after noon to-day, he e'er were seen 
In Sicily P The allotted bark awaits ; 
The hour is past ; and he is here. 

Ann. Now Heaven 

Have mercy on us ! D'Alba, at thy feet. 
Upon my bended knees — Oh, pity ! pity ! 
Fity and pardon ! I'll not rise. I cannot. 
I cannot stand more than a creeping worm 
Whilst Julian's in thy danger. Pardon him ! 

L 3 
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Thou wast not crael once. Tve seen thee turn 
Thy step from off the path to spare an insect ; 
Fve marked thee shudder, when my falcon struck 
A panting bird ; — ^though thou hast tried to sneer 
At thy own sympathy. D'Alba^ thy heart 
Is kinder than thou knowest. Save him, D'Alba ! 
Save him ! 

D'Alba. Be mine. 

Ann. Am I not his P 

D'Alba. Be mine; 

And he shall live to the whole age of man 
Unharmed. 

Ann. Fm his — Oh, spare him ! — Only his. 

D'Alba. Then it is thou that dost enforce the law 
On Julian ; thou, his loving wife, that guid'st 
The officer to seize him where he lies 
"Upon his father's corse ; thou that dost lead 
Thy husband to the scaffold ; thou his wife. 
His loving wife ! Thou yet may'st rescue him. 

Ann. Now, God forgive thee, man ! Thou torturest me 
Worse than a thousand racks. But thou art not 
So devilish, D'Alba. Thou hast talked of love ; 
Would'st see me die here at thy feet P Have mercy ! 

D'Alba. Mercy I Ay, such as thou hast shown to me 
Through weeks and months and years. I was bom strong 
In scom^ the wise man's passion. I had Hved 
Aloof from the juggling world, and with a shrug 
Watched the poor puppets ape their several parts ; 
Fool, knave, or madman ; till thy fatal charms, 
Beautiful mischief, made me knave and fool 
And madman ; brought revenge and love and hate 
Into my soul. I love and hate thee, lady. 
And doubly hate myself for loving thee. 
But, by this teeming earthy this starry Heaven, 
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And by thyself the fairest, stubbomest thing 

The fair stars shine upon, I swear to-night 

Thou shalt be mine. If willingly, I'll save 

Prince Julian; but still mine. Speak. Shall he live ? , 

Canst thou not speak P Wilt thou not save him ? 

Ann. No. 

D'Alba. Did she die with the word! Dost hear me, 
lady? 
I asked thee wouldst thou save thy husband ? 

Ann. No. 

Not so ! Not so ! 

lyALBA. 'Tis weU. [Exit D'Alba. 

Ann. Stay! Stay! He's gone. 

Count D'Alba ! Save him ! Save him ! D'Alba's gone. 
And I have sentenced him. , 14/^ ^ pause. 

He would have chosen so. 
Would rather have died a thousand deaths than so 
Have lived ! Oh, who will succour me, shut up 
In this lone tower ! none but those horrid guards, 
And yonder hoary traitor, know where the poor. 
Poor Annabel is hidden; no man cares 
How she may perish—only one — and he — 
Preserve my wits ! I'll count my beads ! 'twill calm me : 
What if I hang my rosary from the casement ? 
There is a brightness in the gorgeous jewel 
To catch men's eyes, and haply some may pass 
That are not pitiless. This window's closed ; 
But in yon chamber — ^Ah, tis open ! There 
I'll hang the holy gem, a guiding star, 
A visible prayer to man and God. Oh, save me 
Prom sin and shame I Save him ! I'll hang it there. 

[EtiL 

END OP ACT IV. i. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



228 JJ3IAAJS. [act v. 



ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

The same as the last j the arched Door nearly closed. 

Ankabel. 

Ann. I cannot rest. I wander to and frp 
Witlim my dreary prison, as to seek 
For comfort and find none. Each honr hath killed 
A hope that seemed the last. The shadows point 
Upward. The sun is sinking. Guard me, Heayen, 
Through this dread night ! [A gun is heard without. 

What evil sound — ^All sounds 
Are evil here I Is there some murder doing ? 
Or wantonly in sport — 

Enter Julian through the arched Door. 

Jul. Annabel ! 

Ann. Julian ! 

Jul. My wife ! Art thou still mine ? 
Ann. Thine own. 

Jul. She smiles ! 

She din^ to me ! her eyes are fixed on mine 
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With the old love, the old divinest look 
Of innocence ! It is yet time. She's pure ! 
She's undefiled ! — Speak to me, Annabel. 
Tremble not so. 

Ann. *Tis joy. Oh, I have been 

So wretched ! And to see thee when I thought 
We ne'er should meet again ! How didst thou find me ? 

Jul. The rosary ! the blessed rosary 
Shone in the snn-beam, like a beacon fire, 
A guiding star 1 Thrice holy was its light 
That led me here to save — 

Ann. Oh, blessings on thee ! 

How P where P what way P The iron door is barred ! 
Where didst thou enter, Julian?, 

Jul. Through the casement 

Of yonder chamber. 

Ann. What P that grim ascent I 

That awful depth ! Didst thou dare this for me P 
And must I P — ^But I fear not. FU go with thee. 
Fm safe of foot, and light. FU go. 

Jul. Thou canst not. 

Ann. Then go thyself, or he will find thee here. 
He and his ruffian band. Let us part now. 
Kiss me again. My, fly from Sicily ! 
That fearful man — ^but he is all one lie- 
Told me thy life was forfeited. 

Jul. He told thee 

A truth. 

Ann. Oh, fly! fly! fly! 

Jul. My Annabel, 

The bloodhounds that he laid upon the scent 
Have tracked me hither. Didst thou hear a gun P 
For once the ball passed harmless. 

Ann. Art thou hurt P 
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Art sure thou art not P 

Jul. Yes, but they who aimed 

That death are on the watch. Their quarry's lodged. 
We can escape them — one way— only one ! 

Ann. How P What way P 

Jul. Ask not. 

Ann. Whither P 

Jul. To — ^my father. 

Ann. Then he's alive — Oh, happiness ! They told me 
That he was dead. Why do we loiter here ? 
Let's join him now. 

Jul. Not yet. 

Ann. Now ! now ! Thou knoVst not 

How horribly these walls do picture to me 
The several agonies whereof my soul 
Hath drunk to-day. I have been tempted, Julian, 
By one — s, fiend ! tempted till I almost thought 
God had forsaken me. But thou art here 
To save me, and my pulse beats high again 
With love and hope. I am light-hearted now. 
And could laugh like a child — only these walls 
Do crowd around me with a visible weight, 
A palpable pressure ; giving back the forms 
Of wildest thoughts that wandered through my brain. 
Bright chattering Madness, and sedate Despair, 
And Fear the Great Unreal ! — Take me hence ! 
Take me away with thee ! 

Jul. Not yet, not yet. 

Thou sweetest wretch ! I cannot— Dotard ! Fool ! 
I must. Not yet ! not yet !— Talk to me, Annabel; 
This is the hour when thou wast wont to make 
Earth Heaven with lovely words ; the sunset hour. 
That woke thy spirit into joy. Once more 
Talk to me, Annabel. 
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Ann. Ay, all day long 

When we are free. Thy voice is choked ; thy looks 
Are not on me ; thy hand doth catch and twitch 
And grasp mine painfolly, — ^that gentle hand ! 

Jul. God ! God I that right hand!— kiss it not ! 
Take thy lips from it ! 

Ann. Canst thou save me, Julian? 

Thou always dost speak truth. Canst save thyself ? 
Shall we go hence together? 

Jul. Ay, one fate — 

One home. 

Ann. "WTiy that is bliss. We shall be poor— 
Shall we not, Julian ? I shall have a joy 
I never looked for; I shall work for thee, 
Shall tend thee, be thy page, thy squire, thy aU, — 
Shall I not, Julian? 

Jul. Annabel, look forth 

Upon this glorious world ! Look once again 
On our fair Sicily, lit by that sun 
Whose level beams do cast a golden shine 
On sea, and shore, and city, on the pride 
Of bowery groves ; on Etna's smouldering top ; — 
Oh, bright and glorious world ! and thou of all 
Created things most glorious, tricked in light. 
As the stars that live in heaven ! 

Ann. Why dost thou gaze 

So sadly on me ? 

Jul. The bright stars, how oft 

They fall, or seem to fall ! The Sun— look ! look ! 
He sinks, he sets in glory. Blessed orb. 
Like thee — ^like thee — ^Dost thou iremember once 
We sate by the sea-shore when all the heaven 
And aU the ocean seemed one glow of fire 
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Ked, purple, sa&on, melted into one 
Intense and ardent flame, the doubtful line 
Where sea and sky should meet was lost in that 
Continuous brightness ; there we sate and talked 
Of the mysterious union that blest orb 
Wrought between earth and heaven, of life and death- 
High mysteries ! — and thou didst wish thyself 
A spirit sailing in that flood of Hght 
Straight to the Eternal Gates, didst pray to pas& 
Away in such a gloiy. Annabel ! 
Look out upon the burning sky, the sea 
One lucid ruby— 'tis the very hour ! 
Thou'lt be a seraph at the Fount of Light 
Before— 

Ann. What, must I die P And wilt thou kill me ? 
Canst thouP Thou cam'st to save — 

Jul. To save thy honour ! 

I shall die with thee. 

Ann. Oh no ! no ! live ! live ! 

If I must die— Oh, it is sweet to live. 
To breathe, to move, to feel the throbbing blood 
Beat in the veins, — to look on such an earth 
And such a heaven, — to look on thee ! Young life 
Is veiy dear. 

Jul. Wouldst live for D'Alba ? 

Ann. No ! 

I had forgot. I'll die. Quick! Quick! 

Jul. One kiss ! 

Angel, dost thou forgive me ? 

Ann. Yes. 

Jul. My sword !— 

I camiot draw it. 

Ann. Now ! Fdji ready. 
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Enter Bebtone, and two Murderers. 

Bebt. Seize him ! 

Yield thee, Prince Julian ! Yield thee ! Seize the lady. 

Jul. Oh, fatal, fond delay I Dare not come near us ! 
Stand off ! Til guard thee, sweet. But when I faU, 
Let him not triumpL 

Bebt. Yield thee. Strike him down. 

Jul. Thou canst die then, my fairest. 
[The two Murderers have now advanced close to Julian. 

Bebt. . Now! 

\One of the Murderers strikes at Julian with his sword ; 
Annabel rushes before him, receives the wound aimed at 
him, and falls at his feet. 

Ann. (Before she is wounded.) For thee! 

{Then after:) For thee! 

'Tis sweet ! \I)ies, 

Jul. Fiend, hast thou slain her? Die ! die ! die ! 
Come on. \¥ights and kills him. 

Bebt. Call instant help ! Hasten the Count ! 

[Exit the other Murderer. 
Julian and Bebtone^A^, and Julian kills him. 

Jul. My wife ! 

My murdered wife ! Doth she not breathe ? I thought — 
My sight is dim — Oh no I she's pale ! she's cold ! i /' 

She's stiU ! If she were living she would speak / 

To comfort me. She's mute ! she's stiff ! she's — dead I • 
Why do I shiver at the word, that am 
Death's factor, peopler of unhallowed graves. 
Slayer of all my race ! not thee ! not thee ! 
God, in his mercy, guided the keen sword 
To thy white bosom, — ^I could not. Lie there. 
I'll shroud thee in my mantle. [Covering her with it. 
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The rude earth 
Will veil thy beauty next. One kiss ! — She died 
To save me. — One kiss, Annabel 1 I slew 
The slave that killed thee/— but the fiend, the cause — 
Is he not coming P — I will chain in life 
Till I've avenged thee ; I could slay an army 
Now in my strong despair. But that were mercy. 
He must wear daggers in his heart. He loved her; — 
I'U feed his hopes — and then — Ay — ha ! ha ! ha ! 
'That will be a revenge to make the fiends 
Laugh — ^ha ! ha ! ha ! Pll wrap me in this cloak, 

[Taking one belonging to the dead bravo. 
And in the twilight — So ! — He will not know 
My voice — it frightens me I — I have not hidden 
Thee quite, my Annabel ! There is one tress 
Floating in springy grace — as if— she's dead ! 
She's dead ! I must not gaze, for then my heart 
Will break before its time. He comes. The stdrs 
Groan at his pressure. 

Enter D'Alba. 

D'Alba {entering, to an Attendant.) 

Back, and watch the gate ! — 
All's tranquiL Where's the traitor P 

Jul. Dead. 

D'Alba. Who slew him P 

Jul. I. 

D'Alba. And the lady, — ^where is she P 

Jul. At rest. 

D'Alba. Fair Gentleness ! After this perilous storm 
She needs must lack repose. I'll wait her here. 
Friend ! thou hast done good service to the state 
And me ; we're not ungrateful. Julian's sword 
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Fails him not often ; and the slave who fled 
Proclauned him Victor. 

Jul. He slew two. 

lyAiiBA. And thou 

SleVst him ? Ay, there he lies in the ermined cloak 
Of royalty, his haughty shroud ! Six ells 
Of rude uncostly Unen serves to wrap 
Your common corse ; but this man was bom swathed 
In regal purple ; lived so ; and so died. 
So be he buried. Let not mine enemy 
Call me ungenerous. 'Roll him in his ermine 
And dig a hole without the city gate 
For him and the proud Eegent. Quick ! Td have 
The funeral speedy. Ah ! the slaughtering sword 
Ides by him, brown with clotted gore. Hence ! hence ! 
And drag the carrion with thee. 

Jul. Wilt thou not 

Look on the corse ? 

lyAxBA. I cannot wait her waking. 

I must go feast my eyes on her fair looks— 
Divinest Annabel ! My widowed bride ! — 
Where is she ? 

Jul. (Uncovering the body,) There. Now gaze thyself to 
heU! 
Gloat with hot love upon that beauteous dust ! 
She's safe ! She's dead ! 

D'Alba. Julian ! 

Jul. But touch her not — 

She's mine. 

D'Alba. Oh, perfectest and loveliest thing ! 
Eternal curses rest upon his head 
Who murdered thee ! 

Jul. Oflf ! ofF ! Pollute her not ! 

She's white ! She's pure I — Curses I Pour curse for curse 
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Oil the foul murderer ! On him who turned 

The sweet soul from her home, who slew her father, 

Hunted her husband as a beast of prey. 

Pursued, imprisoned, lusted, left no gate 

Open save that to Heaven ! — Off! gaze not on her! 

Thy look is profanation. 

Enter Alpgnso, Leaitti, Valgee, ^c. 

Alp. [EiUering.'] Here, Leanti ! 

This way ! Ph, sight of horror ! Julian ! Julian ! 

Val. The Princess dead ! Why, D'Alba— 

Leanti. Seize him, guards. 

Lead him before the States. This bloody scene 
Calls for deep vengeance. 

ly Alba. If I were not weary 

Of a world that sweats under a load of fools — 
Old creaking vanes that turn as the wind changes — 
Lords, rd defy ye ! I'd live on for ever ! 
And I defy ye now. For she is gone — 
The glorious vision ! and the Patriarch's years 
Were valueless. Do with me as ye will. 
Ye camiot call back her. 

Leanti. Off with him ! 

[Bxit jy kL&h. guarded. 

Alp. Julian! 

Wilt thou not speak P 

Jul. I have been thanking Heaven 

That she is dead. 

Val. His wits are gone. 

Alp. My Julian, 

Look on me. Dost thou know me ? I'm thy Cousin, 
Thy comforter. 

Jul. She was my Comforter ! 

And now— But I do know thee ; thou'rt the King ; 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SCENE I.] JULIAN. 287 

The pretty boy I loved— She loved thee too ! 

I'm glad thou'rt come to close my eyes. Draw nearer 

That I may see thy face. Where art thou P 

Alp. Here ! 

Jul. Poor child, he weeps ! Send for the honoured dead 
Beside the city gate — ^he pardoned me ! 
Bury us in one grave — all in one grave ! 
I did not kiU her. Strew her with white flowers, 
For she was innocent. 

Leanti. Cheer thee ! Take hope ! 

Yal. Eaise up his head. 

Alf. My Julian ! 

Jul. He forgave me — 

Thou knoVst he did !— White flowers ! Nothing but white ! 

[Dies. 

Leanti. He's gone ! 

Alp. And I am left in the wide world 

Alone. My Julian ! 
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EPILOGUE, 

WRITTEN BY T. N. TALFOURD, ESQ. 

SPOKEN BY MBS. CHATTEBLET. 



Is not her lot intolerably hard 

Who does this pious office for the bard ? 

Who comes applauses not her own to win. 

Or pay the penance for another's sin ? 

To tack, lest gentle moralisers rail, 

A drawling conunent to a doubtful tale ; 

To break with hollow mirth the sacred spell 

Which the poor poet rarely weaves too well; 

Or if his sorrows haplessly are laugh'd at. 

Look grave for wit to throw his closing shaft at, 

Methinks our Author's sex you shrewdly guess — 

"It is a lady's drama"— frankly "yes." 

Yet let no censure on her daring fall, 

When all "Life's idle business" is — ^to scrawl; 

Our tender bosoms learn in songs to melt. 

And send their griefs to press — as soon as felt ; 
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No thought in lone obscnrity decays. 

But dies away in neatly published lays ; 

No tender hope can bloom and fade unseen, 

It leaves its fragrance — ^in a magazine ; 

The bashful heart, whom deep emotions bless. 

Hides its soft secrets in the daily press ; 

With hints of well-assum*d despair beguiles. 

And execrates mankind to win their smiles ; 

A woman sure may claim no small compassion. 

Who has this plea — she's only in the fashion. 

0, if the fair's prerogative it be 

To watch supreme o'er calumny and tea ; 

To slay an Author's hopes with daintiest sneers. 

And chauge the fates of poets as of peers ; 

Regard not her unwomanly who seeks 

To draw down sacred tears o'er beauty's cheeks. 

Who for her sex, by artless scenes, would keep 

Its dearest right— to weep with those that weep ; 

Who if to-night her humble Muse hath brought 

To some sad heart a train of gentle thought ; 

On some warm spirit shed that blest relief, 

A generous sympathy with kindred grief. 

With joy returns to life's secluded ways. 

And asks no recompense of noisier praise. 
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In the foUowing Play I have, without any such 
praiseworthy intention on my own part, obeyed to 
the very letter the well-known Horatian precept — 
" keep your piece nine years V^ 

The attempt to dramatize one of the most striking 
events in English History, and to delineate one of 
the most remarkable characters that ever figured on 
the great Theatre of Life, was originally suggested 
to me by Mr. Macready, whose earnest recommen- 
dation to try my hand on Cromwell, was at a sub- 
sequent period stiU more strongly enforced by Mr. 
Charles Kemble; neither of these gentlemen, whose 
judgment in dramatic affairs will hardly be disputed, 
having foreseen any objection to such an experiment 
on the part of the Licenser or the Lord Chamberlain. 
How indeed could they have anticipated any obstacle 

M 2 
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from that quarter, when an acted Tragedy on the 
same story and bearing the same title, written above 
sixty years ago by Mr. Havard, and frequently played 
in by John Kemble, was already in possession of the 
stage, and might have been performed without let 
or hindrance on any night at any Theatre whether in 
Town or Country ? 

Unforeseen as it was, however, such an obstacle un- 
fortunately arose. Mr. Colman did object, not to the de- 
tails or theexecution of the piece, but to the title and the 
subject; and as the Duke of Montrose, the then Lord 
Chamberlain, confirmed the decision of his " Reader of 
Plays'* we submitted to the fiat without complaint, 
though not without remonstrance; and the Tragedy, 
instead of being produced at Covent Garden eight 
seasons ago, has remained unacted and unpublished, 
with little apparent chance of representation, until 
the spirited Managers of the Victoria Theatre appHed 
to me for permission to bring it forward on a stage 
honourably distinguished, in this age of opera and 
spectacle, by its encouragement of the legitimate 
drama. 

In acceding to their proposal,. I beg most earnestly 
and sincerely to disavow having been influenced by 
anything like a spirit of defiance towards the Licenser 
or his office. To the present Lord Chamberlain the 
whole theatrical world, and I myself more particularly, 
)we nothing but respect and gratitude. Under his 
Administration a similar case can hardly occur ; since. 
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however a characteristic delicacy might have with- 
held hiTn from rescinding a declared resolution or 
nullifying a positive decree of his noble predecessor, 
the Duke of Devonshire is too eminent for liberality 
and kindness, too tasteful and enlightened a patron 
of the acted Drama to be led by the fear of an ima- 
ginary danger into placing fetters and shackles on an 
art which he loves. He is far more likely to foster 
and cherish an attempt to pursue, at humble distance, 
the track of those master poets of all countries, who, 
from the first Tragedy of jEschylus down to this very 
hour, have found the subjects of their noblest plays 
in the heart-stirring convulsions, the dark and dan- 
gerous conspiracies, the bold and daring usurpations, 
the Parricides, and the Eegicides of their national 
annals. 

That Mr. Colman's scruples arose from no ill-will 
to the writer, but were the offspring of an honest 
timidity, an over-zealous fear, I do not for a moment 
question. A Licenser must needs be somewhat of 
an alarmist in virtue of his office. But he who 
apprehends danger to the Monarchy from the repre 
sentation of this Flay, because it embodies the trial 
and condemnation of Charles the First, will do well 
to suppress, if he can, the striking narrative of Hume. 
In the present universal diflfusion of literature and 
general knowledge, the Stage has lost much of its 
ancient influence over the feelings and passions of the 
multitude. That democratic engine, the Fress, has 
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swept away the regal supremacy of the drama. And 
even if the Theatre were as powerful as in the days 
of old, — ^if the tendency of this Play were revolu- 
tionary, which I deny, — ^and if Cromwells were 
" plenty as blackberries/' which I must be permitted 
to doubt, — against such a K'lng as William the 
Fourth, their shafts would feill harmless. The 
Monarch who has earned, as he has done, the honest 
love of a whole people, may defy the subtlest attacks 
of fanaticism and rebellion. 

Of the Tragedy, considered as a literary production, 
I shall say little : that is before the reader, and must 
speak for itself. No one can be more conscious than 
I am of its numerous defects, and stiU more numerous 
deficiencies ; but great as those faults may be, they 
are not the result of negligence or carelessness. It 
would be the worst of all pedantries, female pedantry, 
were I to enumerate the very many contemporary 
writers, the Histories, Memoirs, Narratives, and 
State Papers, the Soundhead Sermons and Cavalier 
Ballads ; from which I have endeavoured to gather not 
merely an accurate outline of this great event, but 
those minute and apparently trifling touches which 
might serve to realize the scene, and supply, by a 
vivid impression of the people and the time, the usual 
sources of dramatic. attraction, the interest of story 
and suspense, from which I was cut off by the nature 
of my subject. 

Many of these allusions, those for instance to the 
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papers concealed in the stufBbig of the saddle, — to 
the sowing of the melon seeds, — to Charles's constant 
perusal of Shakespeare whilst in prison, so prettily 
recorded by Milton, and to the falling of the head 
of the King's staflf in the trial scene, — are mentioned 
by the best writers, and will be immediately recog- 
nized by all who are any ways convereant with the 
histories of the time. 

The anecdote of Lord Broghill (afterwards Earl of 
Orrery), which really happened at a subsequent 
period, is less generally known. He was in London 
on a mission from Charles the Second during the 
early part of the Protectorate; when Cromwell dis- 
covered, confronted, converted, and employed him 
much in the manner that I have related. 

The materials of the scene of signing the warrant, 
in which I believe that I have given, from the mark- 
ing of Marten's cheek to the guiding of Ingoldsb/s 
hand, a very faithful version of what actually oc- 
curred, are chiefly taken from the Defences in the 
Trials of the Eegicides. It is certain that the Judges, 
after the condemnation, were panic-struck at theii- 
own act ; and that but for an extraordinary exertion 
of his singular power over the minds of all with 
whom he came in contact, Cromwell would never 
have succeeded in obtaining the signatures of the 
Commissioners of the High Court of Justice to an 
instrument essential to the completion of this great 
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national crime^ and to the purposes of his own 
ambition. 

I am not aware of having in any material point 
departed from the truth of History, except in short- 
ening the trial, in bringing the Qaeen to England, 
and in assigning to Henrietta the interruption of the 
sentence, which was actually occasioned by Lady 
Fairfax; deviations, which were vitally necessary to 
the effect of the drama. I have some doubts also 
whether Cromwell did really get rid of Fairfax by 
dismissing him and Harrison to ''seek the Lord 
together/' Hume teUs the story confidently; but 
Hume, although the most delightful, is by no means 
the most accurate of historians ; and the manner in 
which we are, by the casual mention of cotemporary 
writers, as well as by the evidence on the different 
trials, enabled to account for almost every instant of 
Cromwell's time during that eventful morning, goes 
far in my mind to disprove the circumstance. But 
the incident is highly dramatic, and so strictly in 
keeping with the characters of all parties, that I 
have no scruple in assuming it as a fact. The thing 
might have happened, if it did not, and that is excuse 
enough for the dramatist, although not for the his- 
torian. 

One word more, and I have done. Li attempting 
to delineate the characters of Charles and Cromwell, 
especially Cromwell, on the success or failure of 
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which the Play must stand or fall, I have to entreat 
the reader to bear in mind— or I shall seem unjust 
to the memory of a great man — ^that the point of 
time which this Tragedy embraces, was precisely that 
in which the King appeared to the most advantage, 
*' for nothing in his life became him lite the leaving 
of it,^^ and the future Protector to the least. Never 
throughout his splendid history were the chequered 
motives and impulses of Cromwell so decidedly evil, 
never was he so fierce, so cruel, so crafty, so de- 
ceitful, so borne along by a low personal ambition, 
a mere lust of rule, as at that moment. I have 
endeavoured in the concluding soliloquy to depict 
the manner in which I believe him to have lulled 
and quieted his own conscience : but if I had under- 
taken to pourtray these remarkable men at any other 
part of their career, it is certain that my drawing of 
Charles would have been much less amiable, and that 
of Cromwell much more so. 
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Charles /., King of England 

Duke of Oloucester, his Son, a boy of seven 

years old 

Lord Fairfax, General of the Parliamentary 

Army 

Lord Salisbury \ Commissioners sent by the 
Lord Say ... > Parliament to treat 

Sir Harry Vane) toith the King 

Lord President 

Bradshaio 
Oliver Cromwell 
Ireton ... 
Harrison 
Bownes ... 
Marten ... 
Tiehburne 

Cook, Solicitor to the Commons 

Pride, an Officer in the Parliamentary Army 

Hacker, Colonel of the Guard 

Sir Thomas Herbert, a Gentleman attending 

on the King 

Hammond, Governor of the Isle of Wight ... 

Sentinel 

Servant, belonging to Cromwell 



' Judges appointed by the 
Commons to try the 
King 



Mr. Abbot. 
vMaster Normaa. 

Imt. Selby. 

Mr. T.Lee. 
Mr. MildenhalL 
Mr. Debar. 

Mr. Green. 

I Mr. Cathcart. 
I Mr. J.Webster. 
I Mr. Doyne. 
' Mr. Bender. 

Mr. Forrester. 
vMr. G. Williams. 

Mr. Chalk. 

Mr. Addison. 

Mr. Thomas. 

^Mr. Doyne. 

Mr. Fleming. 
Mr. Chippendale. 
Mr. Kerridge. 



Bishop, Commissioners, Judges, Officers, Soldiers, ^c. 

Henrietta Maria, Queen of England Mrs. Fisher. 

Princess Elizabeth, a girl of twelve Miss Josephine. 

.Lady Fairfax Miss Somerville. 

The Scene is in London, except during the latter part of the 
First Act, when it is laid in the Isle of Wight, 
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WBITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. SEBLE. 



The world's historic glories and the fate 

Of kings, and, loffcier far, the stem debate 

Of passions ; greater still, the ocean tide 

Of thoughts and principles ; events that ride 

Upon that mighty flood ; lights of the past 

That dial-shadows on the future cast ; 

These Tragedy, wise, solemn, stem, pourtrays 

In the Greek verse sublime, in Shakespeare's native lays. 

Oh, English Harry ! did the battle-field 

Of Agincourt so proud a trophy yield 

As the high heart, the generous thought which he 

Hath shrin'd thee in for all eternity ? 

Man and the tmth are our proud Muse's theme : 
No witchcraft vision, no light fairy dream 
Calls up the spirit of Charles, and bids it pass 
As a dim shadow o'er the magic glass; 
Even as he was he is, sealing with blood 
The right divine of kings ; she, whom he wooed 
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In his few hours of joy and mirth, is here. 
And weeps their sufferings in no fancied tear ; 
A thing whose beauty is fragility. 
Wrestling with iron-handed destiny : 
And, as though Destiny himself, exprest 
In some dark human form, had come to wrest 
Sceptres and powers and love and lives from men. 
Here, all-controlling, Cromwell stands again. 

And can these mighty scenes with trembling hand 
Be painted P or in colours snch as stand 
One moment in the rabbow, soft and fair ? 
Can curious words these awful themes declare ? 
No : firm the hand and bold must be the pen 
That wields the passions of those fearful men 
Whose bold hypocrisy dar'd Heaven and Hell : 
Even as they spoke, their speech the Muse shall tell ; 
Poor pigmy fear this story must disgrace. 
The Titan warrings of a giant race. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

An Apartment in WMtehall. 

Enter Ibeton, Habjuson, and Pbidb, to Dowves and 
Mabten. 

Dow. Welcome to London, Ireton ! dearly welcome 
To fair Whitehall I Harrison! Pride! Where loiters 
The yahant General? 

Ibx. He alighted with us 
Three honrs agone. 

Mab. What, three honrs here, and still 
In harness ! Know ye not yonr coat of mail 
Is out of date ? Go, doff yonr armour quick. 
Provide ye civil suits, grave civil suits. 
Sad reverend civil suits. 

Pbidb. What meanest thou ? 

Dow. Seek 
Meaning of Harry Marten ! Tosh!. Where tarries 
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The pious Cromwell P 

Ibe. He is busied still 
Disposing the tired soldiery. 

Mail. Disbanding 
Will be his business soon. The lubbard people. 
And the smug citizens, are grown aweary 
Of this rough war. Ye must learn gentler trades 
If ye would thrive. Peace is the cry, my masters ; 
Peace and the King ! 

Dow. The Newport treaty speeds ; 
So far is sure. 

Hab. But we bring victory 
To the good cause. Cromwell hath passed careering 
From hold to hold, sweeping as with a besom 
The foul malignants from the land. The North 
Is ours from sea to sea. 

Dow. 'Tis a brave leader ; 
But peace is ever the best victory. 

3Uer Cbomwell. 

Mab. In good time comes the General. Valiant Crom- 
well, 
Thy praise was on our lips. 

Cbom. Not mine ! not mine ! 
Prabe to the Lord of Hosts, whose mighty shield 
Bucklered us in the battle, whose right arm 
Strengthened us when we smote ! Praise to the Lord ! 
For His poor instruments, the meanest soldier 
Doth His great duty ; we no more. My masters, 
H!ave ye no news astir P News, the prime staple 
Of yonder tattliog city P 

Mab. Ay ; the worst 
Is that the Commons grow from day to day 
More doubtful of the army, more possessed 
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By canting presbyters. 

Ibe. Name not the Commons, 
A jealous crew, whose envious hate descends 
'Twixt every pause of fear on us their loathed. 
Despised defenders. Were there but one head 
To the whole army, they would turn to truth 
An elder tyrant's wish, and chop it off. 
Despots who prate of liberty ! — 

Hae. Worse, worse ! 
A godless yet intolerant crew, who rear 
O'er the down-fallen Church that blacker idol, 
A conscience-fettering Presbytery. 

CaoM. Sir, 
They shall be quelled. Power, howsoever called. 
Is still the subtlest snare the Tempter weaves 
For man's frail, sinful soul. Save me from power ! 
Grant me to follow still, a lowly soldier 
In the great cause ! The Commons shall be quelled. 
What other news P 

Dow. The best is that the King 
And the Commissioners draw near a godly 
And salutary peace. The King hath bent 
His will in a wise humbleness ; and now — 

Cbom. I joy to hear thee say so. What ! the Lord 
Hath turned his heart, and he hath yielded up 
His haughty prelates, his ill councillors, 
The popish mummery of his chapel? 

Dow. Nay, 
Not yet ; but he hath promised. 

Cbom. Promised! Oh, 
The King hath promised ! 

Mae. Well? 

Ceom. And ye believe P 

Dow. Wouldst have us doubters P 
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Caom. In good sooth, not I ! 
Believe who can ! yet ere ye set him free 
Look to the staffing of his saddle, search 
The waste leaves of his prayer-book, lest ye find 
Some vow to Henrietta, some shrewd protest^ 
Some antedated scroll to throw the shadow 
Of a plain lie before his words. Search ! search ! 
It is a prudent King, that casts about him 
To rid him of his enemies. Search, I say. 

Dow. Why, Cromwell, thou art bitter. 

Caom. Heaven forefend ! 
I liked Charles Stuart well. I am of the fools 
Whom Habit counts amidst her slaves ; that love. 
For old acquaintance sake, each long-known pest 
And close familiar evil. I liked him well ; 
The better that his proud disgradous speech 
Seemed to my plain and downright simpleness 
As honest as mine own. Te all remember 
What friends we were at Holmby. Harrison 
And e'en my loving kinsman deemed I waxed 
Faint in the cause. But rightly it is written 
In the one Holy Book, Put not thy trust 
In Princes. 

Ike. Yet is he in Carisbrooke 
A present danger. Bound yon prison isle 
Lurk spies and plots and treasons. Every breeze 
Comes pregnant with quick rumours ; every ear 
Is bent to listen ; every eye is turned 
On those grey walls. 

CaoM. I grant ye. But astir, 
Free as the breeze to traverse sea and land. 
Creep in our councils, sweep across our camps. 
Were the King harmless then P Yet thou art right ; 
He's dangerous in Carisbrooke. 
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Hah. . Dismiss him ; 
Send him abroad nnkiiiged ; or drive him forth 
As Amaziah. 

Cbom. (Aside.) Ha ! And thej slew him ! 

Mae. What, send him to seek succour in each court. 
From papal Eome to savage Muscovy, 
Till he shall burst on us in triumph, heading 
Europe's great armament P 

Ike. Wert thou a soldier. 
And in this cause, thou wouldst cry Welcome, Marten, 
To such an armament. 

Hab. With His great help. 

Cbom. Ay, with His help, and in this cause, if union 
Dwelt in the land. But this is idle talk. 
The King is dangerous ; dangerous on the throne. 
Dangerous in prison, dangerous abroad. 
At home and everywhere. Yet this is idle. 
We must abide the Commons' treaty. 

Hae. Wherefore 
Lifts not the army the strong hand of power. 
Over these stifF-necked rulers P Put them down. 
Tread out the firebrands. 

Ike. Rather move the Commons 
To bring the King to trial. 

Ckom. Who said that P 

Mab. 'Twas bravely spoken. 

Cbom. Who said that? 

Dow. The words 
Sounded like treason. 

Cbom. Sir, had we met here 
To compass such intent, the very thought 
Had been a treason. But the words fell straight 
Midst our unconscious hearts, unprompted, quick. 
Startling even him who spake them, — ^like the fire 
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That lit the Bnnung Bash. A sign from Heaven ! 
Direct from Heaven ! A comfortable light 
To our benighted spirits ! As I wrestled 
In prayer this morning, when I would Have cried 
For mercy on Charles Stuart, my parched tongue 
Clave to my moutL A token from on high ! 
A star lit up to guide us ! 

Mab. Yet the Commons 
Will scarcely echo this rapt stram. The King 
Hath friends amongst us. 

Hajsu Eear not. He who sent 
This impulse on His servants will know how 
To turn all hearts. 

Dow. Ye will not slay the King ? 

Cbom. Life hangs not on our lips ; yet surely, Sir, 
I hope to spare him. Friends, we must not sleep 
Over such stirring business. Downes, go thou 
For Bradshaw, that resolved and learned and wise 
And godly law-man. Thou art like to find him 
At the GuildhalL Say we would speak with him. 

[Exit Downes. 
Harrison ! — ^Downes went forth as one who loves not 
His errand— Lacks he zeal ? 'Tis a brave soldier. 
And yet — ^Follow him. Marten ; and return 
With Bradshaw hither. We shall need thy counsel. 
Delay not. — 

[Exit Makten. 
Harrison! thou truest soldier 
Of the good cause, to thee we trust the charge 
Of guarding our great prisoner. Make thee ready 
For a swift journey. FU confer with thee 
Alone afore thou goest. 

Hak. Should I not see 
The General? 
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Ceom. Wherefore? Hence. 

[-E'^V Harbison. 
ITo Pride.] Nay, Colonel, go not ! 
rd speak with thee, good Colonel. Rest thee, son, 
rd speak with this good Colonel. 

Pri. I attend 
Your Excellency's pleasure. 

[During the next few Speeches Cromwell walks up and 
down the Stage, now speaking to himself, ncno looking at 
the Weather, now asking questions, without attending to 
the answers, evidently absorbed in thought, 

Crom. Ay, the light 
Mercurial Harry Marten said but sooth ; 
They are unripe for this great charge. It shall be — 
And yet — What is the hour P 

Pri. Upon the stroke 
Of one. 

Ire. He listens not. Look how he searches 
The weather with unseeing eyes. 

Crom. 'Tis stormy. 

Pri. Nay a bright day. 

Ire. He hears not. 

Crom. Sweep them off. 
And the whole game is ours ! But — ^Which way blows 
The wind? 

Pri. Right from the south. 

Crom. It must be, shall be. 
Ireton, I gave thee yesterday a scroll 
Of the malignants in the Commons — Hark ye ! 
The Commons, our great masters ! If Charles Stuart 
Have friends in England, he will find them there 
*Mid those self-seekers. 

Pri. Wherefore not arraign 
The ying before the Council ? 
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Ceom. Sir, we need 
The Ck)minons' name. I would not that our just 
And righteous cause lacked any form of law 
To startle tender consciences. I have thought 
Afore of this. Didst ever see the thrasher 
Winnow the chaff from the fuU grain ? Good Colonel, 
Thyself shalt play the husbandman to cleanse 
This sample of foul com. Take yonder scroll. 
And with a troop of horse, go post thyself 
Beside the Ck)mmons' door, and seize each man 
Whose name stains that white parchment. Treat all well. 
But let none enter. 

Pm. And my warrant P 

Ceom. Sir, 
My word. If any question, say the General — 

Pri. Lord Fairfax P 

CaoM. Ay, the good Lord General 
Shall hear of thy good service. Fear it not. 
Myself shall tell him. Thy good service, dearer 
Than half a dozen battles ; better worth 
And richlier guerdoned. Haste ! Lord Grey of Groby 
Will aid thee to detect the knaves. Away ! 
Full many a goodly manor shall change masters 
To-morrow 'fore the sequestrators. 

[Exit Pkide. 

Ire. So! 
That work will be well done. 

Crom. I loathe myself 
That I employ the mercenary tool ; 
But we are in our great aims justified, . 
Oux high and holy purpose. Saints and prophets 
Have used uncleanly instruments. Good son, 
Keep between Fairfax and these men. The weak 
Wife-ridden faintling would demur and dally. 
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And pause at every step, and then draw back. 
Unapt for good or ill. He must know nought. 

Re-enter Hakeison and Pkide. 

What make ye here again P 

Pm. Dost thou not hear P 
A mutiny amongst the soldiers. 

Hae. Nay, 
But half a score malignants, who would fain 
Stir up the soldiery. 

Cbom. And they P 

Hab. They listen, 
But move not. 

Cbom. Seize the traitors. Shoot them dead ; 
If any murmur, still them too. Let death 
Follow offence as closely as the sound 
Of the harquebuss the flash. Art thou not gone ? 
What stops thee P 

Hab. Be more merciful 

Cbom. Why this 
Is mercy. If thou saVst one, match in hand 
Approach a mine hollowed beneath some rich 
And populous town, wouldst strike him down at once. 
Or wait till he had fired the train ? 

Hab. At once ! 
At once ! 

Cbom. WellP — Go thou too, fair son ! away ! 
ril follow on the instant. Look I find 
The guilty quiet. 

[Eaeunt Harbison a^o^lBETOir. 
We have been too easy 

And fostered malcontents. Tet this swift; vengeance 
Will strike a wholesome terror, and the echo 
May reach to higher miscreants. Good Colonel, 
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Thou loiterest overlong. Go, block the door 
And let none pass. Be sure thou let none pass. 
I must to yon poor traitors. Let none pass. 



[Ea:euni. 



SCENE n. 

An Apartment in Cambrooke Castle. 

The King and Hebbeet. 

King. Herbert! 

Hbbb. My liege. 

King. Put up my book. I wait 
The grave Commissioners, and to be seen 
Poring o'er Shakespeare's page — Oh, heinous siu ! 
Inexpiable deadly sin ! 

Hebb. Your Grace 
Speaks cheerily. 

King. Why I have fed my thoughts 
On the sweet woodland tale, the lovely tale 
Of Arden Forest, till the peaceful end. 
The gentle comfortable end, hath bathed 
My very heart in sunshine. We are here 
Banished as the old Duke, and friends come round. 
And foes relent, and cabn Forgiveness hangs, 
An Angel, in the air, to drop her balm 
On all our wounds. I thank thee, royal spirit. 
Thrice princely poet, from whose lightest scene 
Kings may draw comfort. Take yon sprig of bay 
And lay between the leaves. I marvel much 
Where loiter the Commissioners. 

Hebb. Your Grace 
Hath vanquished them so often that they creep 
Fearfully to the field — a beaten foe. 
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King. Nay, we are near agreed. I have granted more 
'^ han they durst hope for. They set forth to-day 
Bearing my answer to the Commons. Look 
To see a sudden peace. Many will deem 
I have yielded overmuch ; but I keep quick 
The roots of kingly power, albeit the boughs 
Be shrewdly lopt. And then to see again 
My wife, my children, to reward my poor 
And faithful servants, to walk free, to reign ! 
Look to see sudden peace. 

Hebb. Heaven speed the day ! 
Yet, Sire — ^forgive my fear ! — ^would thou hadst ta'en 
The proffered means of safety, had escaped 
This island prison ! 

King. What! when I had pledged 
My word, my royal word 1 Fie ! fie ! good Herbert ; 
Better, if danger were, a thousand-fold 
Perish even here than forfeit that great bond 
Of honour, a King's word. Fie ! fie ! Yet sooth 
Thou mean'st me kindly, Herbert. Ha ! the sea, 
That day and night hath chafed so angrily, 
Breaking around us with so wild a coi|, y 

An elemental warder, smiles again. 
Merrily dancing in the cold keen light 
Of the bright wintry Sun. We shall have boats 
From England. 

Hebjb. One hath landed. Sire. 

King. And they 
May bear my message without pause. Who comes ? 

Enter Hammond. 

Ham. May't please you. Sire, the high Commissioners 
Crave audience of your Majesty. 
King. Admit them. 



VOL. I. 
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Enter Loed Saijsbtjbt, Lord Say, Sie Habet Vaite, and 
other CommismnerSy some of them Ministers, 

See, Vane hath lost his frown ! We shall have peace. 
Good-morrow, my good Lord of Salisbury ! 
Lord Say, Sir Harry Vane, and gentles all, 
A fair good-morrow. The snn smiles at last 
Upon our meeting. 

Say. Sunshine after storm ; 
A happy omen. Sire, a type of peace. 

Salis. Yet clouds are gathering. 

Say. Tush ! the noon-day sun 
Will overcome them. 

Vane. Cease this heathenish talk 
Of omens. Hath your Grace prepared your answer 
To the proposals of the Commons ? 

King. Reach 
Yon paper, Herbert. Set ye forth to-day P 

Vane. With the next tide. 

King. So speed ye wind and wave. 
And send ye swiftly hence, and swiftlier back 
Blest messengers of peace, winged like the dove 
That bore the olive token. Take my answer, 
A frank compliance with each article 
Save twain, save only twain. 

Say. And they — ^I pray thee 
Be wholly gracious, Sirel Peril not thus 
Your country's weal, your freedom, and your crown. 
By timeless reservation. 

King. I have yielded 
Power and prerogative, and state and wealth, 
For my dear country. AH that was mine own. 
All that was mine to give, I freely gave ; 
That I withhold is of the conscience. Look 
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On these white hairs, and think if one so signed. 
Marked for the grave, may for the vain respect 
Of crowns or kingdoms offer np his friends 
Or his old worship. Mark me : I'll not yield 
A man of that devoted seven, nor bate 
A word of my accustomed prayer, to save 
My limbs from cankering fetters, or win back 
That velvet prison, a throne. No more of this . 
Bear ye the treaty. Sirs ; and use but half 
That goodly gift of eloquence for me 
That ye to me have shown, and be but heard 
With half the grace, and we shall meet full soon 
Subject and King, in peace, in blessed peace. — 

[Hakeison hewrd without. 
Whoso asks entrance with so wild a din P 
Give him admittance quickly. 

Vane. Yet, my Uege, 
For these seven cavaliers — 

King. No more ! no more ! 
Thou hast my answer. — By the iron tread 
A soldier. 

Ikter Harbison. 

Salts. Harrison ! What brings thee hither ? 

Hab. a sad and solemn message to your prisoner. 

King. Speak out thy tidings. Speak thine errand, Sir. 
I am strong-hearted — Sovran privilege 
Of them that tower so high ! — Strong as yon eagle 
That ne$ts among the cliffs. I have borne loads 
That would have sunk a meaner man in gulphs 
Of deep despair. Thine errand. Stop ! Who sent thee ? 

Haeu The Commons. 

King. Now thine errand. 

Haeu To demand 

N % 
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The body of Charles Stuart, sometiine King 
Of England— 

King. Sometime King? 

Hab. Whom I attach 
Of treason. 

King. Treiuson and the King ! Off, Sir ! 
I warn thee touch me not. Some natures feel 
A shuddering loathing at cold-blooded worms. 
Snakes, aspics, vipers, toads — ^mj flesh doth creep 
And shiver if the reptile man approach 
Too closely. Show thy warrant. 

Hab. Look you. Sir, 
The warrant be obeyed. 

Vane. Dost thou not see 
{To Samsbubt.) The master hand of Cromwell in this deed? 
(To Habbison.) Where is the General P 

Hab. Come victorious home — 
KnoVst thou not that P — ^to lend his pious aid 
To our great WorL 

Sams. But thou art from the Commons, 
Not from the Council — sure thou saidst the Commons ? 
And they were earnest for the treaty. 

Hab. Ay, 
But in that goodly field grew tares, rank tares. 
Which have been weeded out : stiff presbyters. 
Bitter malignants, and those sons of wrath 
Who falter in the better path — dead boughs 
Upon a noble tree. Some fifty horse 
Swept off the rubbish. 

Say. But the men are safe P 

Hab. Even as thyself. — ^Now, Sir, hast thou enough 
Studied yon parchment P 

King. Treason ! to arraign 
A crowned King of treason ! I am here 
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Treating with these same Commons on the faith, 

The general faith of nations. I appeal 

To ye, my foes ; to thee, my gaoler. What ! 

Stand ye all mute P high lords and learned lawmen, 

And reverend ministers ? Ye had glib tongues 

For subtle argument, and treasonous craft. 

And cobweb sophistry. Have ye no word 

For faith, for honour? not one word? Shame ! shame ! 

Vane. We are the CJommons' servants, and must needs 
Obey their mandates. 

Sat. Yet with grief of heart — 

Ha£. Silence! 

King. Ay, silence ! Sir, I thank thee yet 
That sparest me that sharpest injury 
A traitor's pity. For that gentle deed 
I yield me gently to thy hands. Lead on 
Where'er thou wilt ; I follow. 

Hab. Straight to London. 
To bide thy trial 

King. What ! will they dare that ? 
Doth" not the very thought, the very word 
Appal the rebels P Trial ! When we meet 
Confronted in that regal Hall, the King 
And his revolted subjects, whoso then 
Shall be the Judge ? The King. Whoso make inquest. 
Whoso condemn, and whoso fling a pardon, 
A scornful pardon on your heads P The King, 
The King, I tell ye. Sirs. Come on ! I pant 
To meet these Judges. For ye, solemn mockers. 
Grave men of peace, deceivers or deceived. 
Sincere or false boots little, fare ye well ! 
Yet give me yon vain treaty — ^Now, by Heaven 
I shame to have communed with ye ! — This slight paper. 
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That sliivers at a touch, is tough and finn 
Mated with such as ye. Bear to the Commons, 
Your masters, yon torn fragments, fitting type 
Of their divided factions ! — ^fitting type 
Of ye, men of a broken faith ! Farewell ! 
I wait thy pleasure. Sir. 



END OP ACT I. 
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ACT n. 

SCENE I. 

The Painted Chamber, A Table at tohkh are seated Commis- 
sioners, Lawyers, ^c.; a Gothic Window behind the Table, 
through which objects that pass may be seen, 

Bbadshaw, Faiepax, Ieetok, Downes, Cook, Maeten, 
TiCHBUENE, 8fc, Faiepax comss forward, foUowcd by Bead- 
SHAW, Ieeton, and Downbs. 

Faie. Soon as the day be fixed, t^prize me, Sin ; 
The halberdiers shall wait ye. 

Bead. Good my lord. 
Thou wilt not leave us P When did Fairfiax fly 
A post of danger ? and his honoured name 
Stands foremost in our roll. 

Faie. Sir, I am sworn 
The soldier of the Commons, and as soldier 
Obey them loyally. All that ye need 
For state or for defence in this sad pageant 
Our camp shall furnish. Save their General, 
You may command the army. For this trial 
I Uke it not. I am no gownsman. Sirs, 
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The halberdiers shall wait ye. 

[Eseii Fatrtax. 

Mak. Whatanice 
And peevish consdence Fairfiax bears ! WiU send 
Arms, horses, men, to escort the prisoner, line 
The Ck)urt, defend the judges, guard the scaffold — 
If so our wisdom wills — yet hold himself 
Content and harmless, so his single voice 
Swell not the general doom. 

Dow. Yet 'tis a wise 
And noble gentleman. 

B&AD. Tosh ! a good sword-blade. 
Keen in the field, but at the oonlncil doll 
And heavy as the scabbard. 

Etiier CvjoicwNJj. 

Lo ! where comes 

One whose bright spirit knows no dimness. Cromwell ! 

Cbom. Hear ye the news, my masters ? Harrison, 
That bold and zealous soldier of our Israel, 
Is here. 

Bbad. Where is the King P 

Cbom. The King of Kings 
Delivers him unto us. Harrison 
Awaits his landing. We must be prepared 
For instant trial. Glad am I and proud 
To greet with looks so firm and resolute 
This full and frequent council. 

Bbad. Yet you met 
A great one who forsakes us. 

Cbom. The Lord General ? 
Why on the battle-day such loss might cause 
An hour's perplexity. Now — Hark ye. Sirs ! 
Passing awhile Lord Fairfax' door I saw 
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The Queen. 

Iee. In England ! Didst thou see her face ? 

Cbom. No. But I knew her by the wanton curls, 
The mincing delicate step of pride, the gait 
Erect and lofty. 'Twas herself, I say, 
Vain Jezabel ! 

Dow. At Fabfax* gate ! Alas ! 
Poor lady ! 

Ceom. (Aside.) Ha ! And must we watch thee too ? 
No word of this, good Sirs. 

\^Going to the table. 
Why, Master Cook, 
What needs this long indictment ? Seems to me 
Thou dost mistake our cause. The crime is not 
A trivial larceny, where some poor thief 
Is fenced and hemmed in by a form of words 
In tedious repetition, endless links 
Of the strong chain of law, lest at some loophole 
The paltry wretch escape. We try a King, 
In the stem name of Justice. Fling aside 
These cumbering subtleties, this maze of words. 
And in brief homely phrase, such as the soldier 
May con over his watchfire, or the milk-maid 
Wonderingly murmur as she tends her kine, 
Or the young boy trace in his first huge scroll, 
Or younger girl sew in her sampler, say 
That we arraign Charles Stuart, King of England, 
For warring on his people. Let this deed 
Be clear and open as beseems the men 
On whom the Lord hath set His seal Besides 
That will let loose thy stream of eloquence 
Ice-bound by this cold freezing plea. What says 
Our learned President P 

Bjbad. Thou art right. Thou art right, 

N 8 
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Onr fair intent needs not a veil. Be sure 
He shall have noble trial and speedy, such 
As may beseem a King. 

Dow. What is his bearing P 

Cboh. Eesolved and confident. Lately at Windsor, 
Eating a Spanish melon of choice flavour. 
He bade his servant Herbert send the seeds 
To be sowed straight at Hampton. 

Mab. Many men 
Plant acorns for their successors ; this King sets 
A gourd. 

Cbom. The Prophet's gourd. We are all mortal. 
Sow but a grain of mustard, the green thing 
Which soonest springs from death to life, and thou 
Shalt wither ere the leaflets shoot. 

Ibe. The King 
Deems that ye dare not try him. 

Bbad. Dare not I Cromwell 
How soon dost think — 

Ceom. Was't not the plash of oars ? 

Bbad. Cromwell! 

Ibe. He hears thee not. His sense rejects 
All sound save that for which with such iutense 
And passionate zeal he listens. See his cheek 
Quivers with expectation. Its old hue 
Of ruddy brown is gone. 

Cbom. Hark ! Hark ! my masters ! 
He is come ! He is come ! We are about to do 
A deed which shall draw on us questioning eyes 
From the astonied nations. Men shall gaze 
Afeared and wondering on this spot of earth, 
As on a comet in the Heavens, fatal 
To kings of old. Start ye P Why at the first 
I started, as a man who in a dream 
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Sees indistinct and terrible grim forms 

Of death and danger float before his glazed 

And wondering eyes ; but th^i as one who wakes 

The inspiring light fell on me, and I saw 

The guiding hand of Providence visibly 

Beckoning to the great combat. We are His soldiers 

Following the Cloud by day, the Fire by night : — 

And shall we not be constant ? We are arrayed 

Against the stiff combined embodied spirits 

Of prelacy and tyranny : — Shall we not 

BeboldP 

[The King, Heebebt, HabjbisoK, Repass the window . 
See ! See ! he passes ! So shall pass 
The oppressor from the earth. His very shadow 
The very traces of his foot are gone. 
And the English ground is free, the English air 
Free, free ! — All praise be to His mighty name ! 
This is the crowning work. 

[The Scene closes, 

SCENE 11. 

A Gallery leading to the Kin^s Prison. 

The Qtjeen, Lady Fairfax, a Sbntinbl. 

Lady F. Another guard ! The pass-word that hath served 
us 
Through court, and gate, and hall, will fail us here ; 
This is the immediate prison of the King. 
Say, Boyal Madam, had we best accost 
Yon sentinel P 

Queen. The prison of the King ! 
And I have lived to hear those words that pierce 
My heart Uke daggers spoken familiarly. 
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As she would say good day or fare ye well ! 
The prison of the King ! England hath been 
His prison — ^bnt this one leads — My Lady Fairfax 
Conunand him to admit us. 

Lady F. He draws nigh. 

Sent. Fair mistresses how won ye here ? This gallery 
Leads to the prisoner's chambers. 

Lady F. We would see him. 
Admit us. 

Sent. Be ye frenetic P know ye not 
That, save the Lords Commissioners, none dare 
Approach the prisoner ? 

Queen. Say the King. 

Sent. Who art thou 
That speak'st with such command? 

Lady F. Know'st thou not me? 
Thy General's wife. 

Sent. I am of Cromwell's soldiers. 
And own no woman's rule. 

Queen. Admit us, slave ! 
I am the Queen, thy Queen, the Queen of England ! 
Make way. 

Sent. Stand back I say. 

Queen. I am a wife 
Seeking her husband in his prison. Soldier, 
If thou have a man's heart ! 

Lady F. Here's money for thee — 
Admit her. 

Sent. I have fought in twenty fields 
A veteran of the cause. Put up your gold. 
And, Madam, please you home ! 

Queen. Here is my home, — 
My husband's prison gate. I'll live here, die here. 
Here wiU I watch without as he within. 
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Till death, the great deliverer comes to free 

The captives. This shall be my grave. Charles ! Charles ! 

Lady F. Peace ! Peace ! 

Queen. I thought I heard him. Charles ! my Charles ! 
My King I My husband ! 
' Sent. There are many chambers 
Between thee and the King. I pr'ythee hence I 

Lady F. Madam, take patience. 

Queen. Charles ! He must be dead 
Already, that he answers not. 

Enter Ceomwell. 

Cboh. What means 
This clamorous din of female tongues so near 
The prison of the King P The Lady Fairfax ! 

Queen. Cromwell! 

Ceom. The Queen ! 

Queen. Cromwell, I hated thee. 
Yet open yonder door, and FU pray for thee 
All my life long. Yon churlish sentinel — 

Ceom. Did but his duty. Lead her to her husband. 

Queen. Be quick ! Be quick ! 

Ceom. The word is Naseby. 

Queen. On! 
Be quick. Be quick ! 

[Exeunt Queen and Sentinel. 

Ceom. Now, my good Lady Fairfax, 
Bight well beseemeth Christian charity 
To succour them that suffer; howsoe'er 
Midst strict professors it may breed some marvel 
That one so famed for rigid sanctity. 
The gravest matron of the land, should herd 
With yonder woman. 

Lady F. With the Queen P 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



278 CHARLES I. [act II. 

Ceom. a papist; 
A rank idolater ; a mumming masquer ; 
A troller of lewd songs ; a wanton dancer ; 
A vain upholder of that strength of Satan 
The playhouse. They that be so eminent 
As thou will find maligners ; 'tis the curse 
Of our poor fallen nature. Be not seen 
Hovering about these walls. I speak in love 
Of the Lord General. 

Lady F. The Lord General, 
And many a godly minister, and I, 
Weak woman though I be, mourn that these walls 
Should come between the King and people. Peace 
Had been a holier bond. 

Cbom. Peace ! that our General 
The good Lord Fairfax, Captain of the guard, 
Should tend the popish ladies to their mass ;— 
A high promotion ! Peace I that every dungeon 
May swarm with pious ministers ; forget they 
Their old oppressions P Peace ! that the grave matron 
The Lady Fairfax may with troubled thoughts 
Sit witness of lewd revels ; mock and scorn 
Of the light dames of the chamber, and the lordlings 
Their gallants ; — ^popinjays who scoff and jeer 
At the staid solemn port, the decent coif. 
The modest kerchief. I have heard such jeers 
When yon gay Queen hath laughed. 

Lady F. Laughed ! Hath she dared ! 
Vain minion ! 

Ceom. And to see thee with her ! Thou 
That shouldst have been a Jael in this land, 
A Deborah, a Judith ! 

Lady F. Nay, we live 
Under a milder law. Whate'er their crimes. 
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Urge not this bloody trial. 

Ceom. Whoso saith 
That the trial shall be bloody ? He who reads 
All hearts, He only knows how my soul yearns 
Toward yonder pair. I seek them now, a friend. 
With friendly proffers. As we reach thy coach 
m tell thee more. Come, Madam ! 

^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

The King's Apartments. 

The King and Hbbsert. 

King. Herbert! 

Heb. An' please your Majesty. 

King. Go seek 
The General. 

Her. Fairfax? 

King. Cromwell ! Cromwell ! say 
The King commands his presence. 

[Exit Herbert. 
To fore-run him. 

To plunge at once into this stormy sea 
Of griefs, to summon my great foe, to front 
The obdurate Commons, the fanatic army. 
Even the mock Judges, they who dare to reign 
Over a King, to breast them all ! Then trial. 
Or peace ! Death or the crown ! Kest comes with either 
To me and England, comfortable rest. 
After my many wanderings. 

Enter the (^THO^Vi. 
Henrietta ! 
My wife, my Queen, is't thou ? Is't not a dream ? 
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For I have dreamed so, and awakened — ^Heaven 
Shield me from such a waking ! Is't a truth ? 

Queen. Do not my tears give answer ? Did that vision 
Rain drops of joy like these ? 

King. To see thee here 
Is to be young and free again, again 
A bridegroom and a King. 

Queen. Ever my King ! 

King. I have heard nothing like that voice of hope 
Since we were parted. 

Queen. Wherefore dost thou pause ? 
Why gaze on me so mournfully P 

King. Alas! 
Thou art pale, my Henrietta^ very pale, 
And this dear hand that was so round and fair 
Is thin and wan — Oh, very wan ! 

Queen. 'Twas pining 
For thee that made it so. Think on the cause, 
And thou'lt not mourn its beauty. 

King. And this grief. 
Will kill her ! Joined to any other man 
She might have lived on in her loveliness 
For half an age. She's mine, and she wiU die. 
Oh, this is a sad meeting ! I have longed 
Have prayed to see thee— now — ^Would thou wast safe 
In France again, my dear one ! 

Queen. Say not so. 
I bring thee comfort, safety. Holland, France, 
Are firmly with thee ; save the army, all 
This rebel England is thine own ; and e'en 
Amid the army some the greatest, some 
That call themselves thy judges. 'Tis the turn 
Of fate ; the reflux of the tide. 

King. Forget not 
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That I am a prisoner, sweet one ; a foredoomed 
Discrowned prisoner. As erewhile I passed 
Sadly along, a soldier in his mood 
Spat on me : none rebuked him ; none cried shame ; 
None cleft the coward to the earth. 

Queen. Oh, traitors ! 
Oh, sacrilegious rebels ! Let my lips 
Wipe ofP that scorn. Mj Charles, thou shalt resume 
Thy state, shall sit enthroned, a judge, a King, 
Even in the solemn Hall, the lofty seat 
Of their predestined treason. For thy life 
It is assured — ^Lord Broghill and a band 
Of faithful cavaliers — ^But thou shalt reign. 
King. Dost thou remember Cromwell? Ere thou 
quitted'st 
England he was most like the delving worm 
Hypocrisy ; that slough is cast, and now 
TTi'h strong and shining wings soar high in air 
As proud ambition. First demand of him 
What King shall reign. 
QxmEN. He is my trust. 
Kino. Hast seen him P 
Queen. He sent me to thee now. 
King. Ha! wherefore? But I've learned to trust in 
nought 
Save Heaven. Since thou art here, 1 am content 
To live and reign, but all in honour. I'll 
Benounce no creed, resign no friend, abandon 
No right or liberty of this abused 
Misguided people ; no, nor bate one jot 
Of the old prerogative, my privilege. 
The right divine of kings. Death were to me 
As welcome as his pleasant evening rest 
To the poor way-worn traveller; — And yet 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 




28-2 CHAELES I. [act II. 

I fain would live for thee— Cheer up, fair wife ! — 
Would live for love and thee. Hast seen thy diildren t 

QtJEBN. Not jet. They say Elizabeth, whose face 
Even when a little child resembled thine, 
To wonder, hath pined after thee, and fed 
Her love by thinking on thee, till she hatii stolen 
Unconsciously thy mien and tone and words 
Of patient pensiveness ; a dignity 
Of youthful sorrow, beautiful and sad. 

King. Poor child ! poor child 1 a woeful heritage ! 
When I have gazed on the sweet seriousness 
Of her young beauty, I have pictured her 
In the bright May of life, a Queenly bride. 
Standing afore the altar with that look 
Begal and calm, and pure as the azure skies 
Of Paradise ere tears were bom. Now — 

jS^v^ Cromwell. 

Cromwell ! 

Cbom. Didst thou desire my presence ? 

King, I sent for thee. 
To bear my message to thy comrades. 

Ceom. Sir, 
I wait thy pleasure. I would welcome thee 
Unto this goodly city — 

King. Doth the gaoler ^ 

Welcome his prisoner ? I am Charles Stuart, 
And thou — ^Now shame on this rebeUions blood ! 
I thought that I was disciplined and schooled 
Into proud patience. Let me not appear 
Discourteous — Sir, the King is bounden to thee I 
Now hear mine errand. 

Queen. Tush, hear me ! 

Cbom. The Queen ! 
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Queen. Eie ! doff this strangeness, when it was thyself 
That sent me hither ! Cast aside the smooth 
Obedient looks which hide thy thoughts. Be plain 
And honest, Cromwell. 

Cbom. I have ever been so. 

QxTEEN. Open in speech and heart, even as myself. 
When I, thy Qaeen, hold out the hand of peace 
And amity, and bid thee say what title 
The King shall give to his great General. 

Cbom. None. 
Thou badst me answer plainly. 

Qtjeen. Yet thou wast 
Ambitious once. 

Cbom. Grant that I were— as well 
I trust I had more grace — ^but say I were so, 
Think'st thou not there be homely names which sound 
As sweetly in men's ears ? which shall outlive 
A thousand titles in that book of fame. 
History ? All praise be to the Lord ! I am not 
Ambitious. 

Queen. Choose thine office. Keep the name 
Thy sword hath rendered famous. Be Lord Yicar 
Be Captain of the Guard ; forbid this suit — 
Thon canst an' if thon wilt — ^be Charles's friend 
And second man in the kingdom. 

Cbom. Second! Speak'stthou 
These tempting words to me P I nor preside 
O'er court or Parliament ; I am not. Madam, 
Lord General of the army. Seek those great ones. ; 
My place is in the ranks. Wouldst thou make me 
The second in the kingdom ? Seek those great ones. 
The second ! 

Queen. Thou, and well thou know'st it, Cromwell, 
Art the main prop of this rebellion ! General, 
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Lord President, what are they but thy tools. 
Thy puppets, moved by thy directing will 
As chessmen by the skilful player. 'Tis thou 
That art the master-spirit of the time. 
Idol of people and of army, leader 
Of the fanatic Commons, judge, sole judge 
Of this unrighteous cause. 

Gbom. And she would make me 
The second man of the kingdom ! Thou but troublest 
Thyself and me. 

Queen. Yet hear me but one word. 

Gbom. No more of bribes I — ^thou badst me to speak 
plainly: 
Thou hast been bred in courts and deemest them 
Omnipotent o'er all. But I eschew 
The Mammon of unrighteousness, I warn ye 
Ye shall learn faith in one man's honesty 
Before ye die. 

Queen. Never in thine ! At Holmby 
We trusted— Pool again— 'Twas not in fear ; 
I dread thee not. Thou dar'st not try the King. 
The very word stands as a double guard, 
A triple armour, a bright shield before him; 
A sacred halo plays around the head 
Anointed and endiademed, a dim 
Mysterious glory. Who may dare to call 
For justice on a King P Who dare to touch 
The crowned and lofty head P 

Ceom. Was it at Hardwick, 
Or Fotheringay — ^fie on my dull brain — 
That the fair Queen of Scots, the popish woman. 
The beautiful, his grandame died ? 

Queen. A Queen, 
A vain and envious woman, yet a Queen, 
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Condemned Queen Mary. Te are subjects, rebels, 
Te dare not try your King ; all else ye may do ; 
All else ye have done ; fought, imprisoned, chased. 
Ay, tracked and hunted, like that pious Henry, 
The last of the red-rose, whom visiting 
Helpless in prison, his arch enemy 
The fiendish Eichard slew ; — even as perchance — 

Ceom. Shame on thy slanderous tongue ! There lies my 
sword. 
Didst take me for a murderer ? Hearken, Madam ; 
When thou shalt speak again of Henry's death. 
Remember 'twas the restless shrew of Anjou 
That drove her gentle husband to his end. 

King. Take up the sword ; and, wife, I pr'ythee peace ! 
I yet am King enough to end these brawls. 
Take up thy sword ! Albeit my breast be bare, 
And I unarmed before him, he'll not strike. 
That were an honest murder. There be ways 
Stiller and darker ; there be men whose craft 
Can doom with other tongues, with other hands 
Can slay. I know thee, Sir. 

Cbom. I would not slay 
A sinner unprepared. 

King. Go to ! I know thee. 
Say to the Parliament that I demand 
A conference, Lords and Commons. 

Ceom. Sir, the Commons 
Will grant no conference. Thou must address thee 
To the High Court of Justice, to thy judges. 

King. Oh, vain and shallow treason ! Have ye not 
The King's High Court, the judges of the land ? 
I own no other. Yet if they — 

Ceom, Expect 
Nothing of them but justice. I came to thee, 
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As to a brother, in pure charity. 
In meek and Christian love, when these sharp taunts 
Arose betwixt us. Still I fain would save thee. 
Resign the crown. 
King. Never. 

Cbom. Oh, vanity 
Of man's proud heart ! cling to that sinful toy 
A sound, an echo, a dim shadow, weakening 
As the true substance flies—cling to that word. 
And cast away thy life ! 

King. Hold, Henrietta ! 
What ! Dost thou ask me for so poor a boon 
As life to change fair honour ? I've a son, 
A gallant, princely boy — ^wouldst have me yield 
The old ancestral crown, his heritage, 
For the small privilege to crawl awhile 
On this vile earth, mated with fouler worms 
Than they that sleep below ? Wouldst have me sell 
My kingdom for a Httle breath ? 

CiLOM. Thy kingdom! 
Thou hast not a stronghold left. 

King. I have one here. 
Thou know'st my answer. 

Queen. Yet if there be danger — 

King. Peace, dearest, peace ! Is the day fixed ? 

Ceom. The day. 
The very hour, is set. At noon to-morrow, 
Heaven permitting — 

King. The decrees of Heaven 
Be oft to man's dark mind inscrutable : 
The lightning flame hath fired the straw-thatched roof 
Of harmless cottagers, hath rent the spire 
Of consecrated temples, hath struck down 
Even the dumb, innocent oak that never lied. 
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Never rebelled, never blasphemed. A veil 

Hangs before Heaven's high purpose. Yet when man 

Slays man, albeit no King, a reckoning comes, 

A deep and awfol reckoning. I'll abide 

The trial. 

Ceom. At thy peril. 



END OP ACT n. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Westminster Hall fitted up for the King's Trial, Bbadshaw, 
seated as President; Cromwell, Ieeton, Habbison, 
DowNES, Marten, Tichburne, and other Judges on 
Benches ; Cook and other Laioyers, Clerks, ^c., at a Table; 
a Chair of State for the King on one side ; the Queen, 
veiled, and other Ladies in a Gallery behind; the whole Stage 
filled with Guards, Spectators, 8fc., 8fc, 

Brad. Hath every name been called P And every Judge 
Appeared at the high summons ? 

Clerk. Good my Lord, 
Each one hath answered. 

Ire. \To Cromwell.] The Lord General 
Is wanting still. 

Crom. The better. 

Ire. How? 

Crom. Pair son, 
We have enow of work — ^Doth not yon cry 
Announce the prisoner P — enow of work 
For one brief day without him. — ^Downes, sit here 
Beside me, man. — We lack not waverers ; 
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Men whose long doubts wonld hold from rosy dawn 

To the slow lighting of the evening star 

In the clear Heaven of June. Of such as they 

One were too many. How say'st thou, good Downes ? 

Dow. Even as thou say'st. 

Ceom. Yet 'tis a valiant (General, 
A godly and a valiant. Ha ! the prisoner ! 

Enter the King, attended by Hebbebt and other Servants, 
Hackee and Guards. 

[The Soldiers, ^c, as the King walks to his Chair, cry 
^'Justice! Justice P* 

Ceiee. Peace ! silence in the court ! 

Bead. Te shall have justice. 
My Lords Commissioners, whilst I stood pausing 
How fitliest to disclose our mighty plea. 
Dallying with phrase and form, yon eager cry 
Shot like an arrow to the mark, laying bare 
The very core of our intent. Sirs, we 
Are met to render justice, met to judge 
In such a cause as scarce the lucent sun 
That smiles upon us from his throne hath seen 
Since light was bom. We sit to judge a King 
Arraigned by his own people ; to make inquest 
Into the innocent blood which hath been spilled 
Like water; into crime and tyranny. 
Treason and murder. Look that we be pure, 
My brethren ! that we cast from out our hearts 
All blinding passions : Fear that blinks and trembles 
At shadows ere they come ; Pride that walks dazzled 
In the light of her vain-glory ; feeble Pity 
Whose sight is quenched in tears ; and grim Bevenge 
Her fierce eyes sealed with gore. Look that we chase 

VOL. I. o 
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Each frail affection, each fond hidden sin. 
Each meaner virtue from our hearts, and cling 
To Justice, only Justice. Now for thee, 
Charles Stuart, King of England : Thou art here 
To render compt of awful crimes— of treason. 
Conspiracy, and murder. Answer ! 

Cook. First, 
May it please you, hear the charge ? 

King. Stop ! Wlio are ye 
That dare to question me ? 

Brad. Thy judges. 

King. Say 
My subjects. I am a King whom none may judge 
On earth. Who sent ye here ? 

Bkaj). The Commons. 

King. What I 
Be there no traitors, no conspirators. 
No murderers save Kings, that they dare call 
Stem justice down from Heaven ? Sir, I fling back 
The charge upon their heads, the guilt, the shame. 
The eternal infamy, — on them who sowed 
The tares of hate in fields of love ; who armed 
Brother 'gainst brother, breaking the sweet peace 
Of country innocence, the holy ties 
Of nature breaking, making war accurst 
As that Egyptian plague, the worst and last, 
Wben the firstborn were slain. I have no answer 
For them or ye. I know ye not. ' 

Bbad. Be warned ; 
Plead to the accusation. 

King. I will die 
A thousand deaths, rather than by my breath 
Give life to this new court against the laws 
And liberties of England. 
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Bbad. Sir, we know 
Tour love of liberty and England. Call 
The witnesses. Be they in court P 

Cook. They wait 
Without. 

Bead. Send for them quickly. Once again. 
King, wilt thou plead? 

Xing. Thou hast my answer — never. 

[A patae of a few moments, during which the Head of the 
King's Staff, on which he was leaning, falls and rolls 
across the stage, 

Mab. {To Ibeton.) What fell P The breathless silence of 
this vast 
And crowded court gives to each common sound 
A startling clearness. What hath fallen P 

Ibe. The head 
Of the King's sta£P. See how it spins and bounds 
Along the floor, as hurrying to forsake 
The royal wretch its master. Now it stops 
At Cromwell's feet— direct at Cromwell's feet. 

Cbom. The toy is broken. 

Hab. What is the device P 
Some vain, idolatrous image P 

Cbom. No, a crown; 
A gilded crown — ^a hollow, glittering crown. 
Shaped by some quaint and cunning goldsmith. Look 
On what a reed he leans, who props himself 
On such a bauble. 

Dow. It rolled straight to thee ; — 
If thou wast superstitious — 

Cbom. Pass the toy 
On to the prisoner ! he hath Mth in omens — 
I — filing him back his gewgaw ! 

Bbad. Master Cook, 

o 2 
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We wait too long. 
CooKL My Lord, the witnesses— 
Bbad. Call any man. Within onr bleeding land 
There lives not one so blest in ignorance 
As not to know this treason. None so high 
But the storm overtopped him ; none so low 
But the wind stooped to root him up. Call any man — 
The Judge upon the bench, the halberdier 
That guards the door. 
Cook. OHver Cromwell ! 
Ceom. Ay? 

Cook. No need to swear him. He hath ta'en already 
The Judges' oath. 

Ceom. The Judges' oath, not this. 
Omit no form of guardian law, remember 
The life of man hangs on our lips. 
King. Smooth traitor ! 

[Ceomwell is sworn. 
Cook. Lieutenant-General Cromwell, wast thou present 
In the great fight of Naseby ? 

Ceom. Was I present ! 
Why I think ye know that. I was. 

Cook. Didst see 
The prisoner in the battle P 

Ceom. Many times. 
He led his army, in a better cause 
I should have said right gallantly. I saw him 
Eirst in the onset, last in the retreat. 
That justice let me pay the King. 

Bead. Baisedhe 
His banner 'gainst his people ? Didst thou see 
The royal standard in the field? 

Ceom. My Lord 
It rose full in the centre of their host 
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Floating upon the heavy air. 

Cook. The arms 
Of England? 

CsoM. Ay, the very lion shield 
That waved at Gressi and at Agincourt 
Triumphant. None may better know than I, 
For it so pleased the Ruler of the Field, 
The Almighty King of Battles, that my arm 
Struck down the standard-bearer and restored 
The English lion to the lion hearts 
Of England. 
Cook. Please you. Sir, retire. Now summon — 
King. Call not another. What I have done boldly. 
In the face of day and of the nation, that, 
Nothing repenting, nothing derogating 
From the King's high prerogative, as boldly 
As freely I avow — ^to you— to all men. 
I own ye not as Judges. Ye have power 
As pirates or land robbers o'er the wretch 
Entrapped within their den, a power to mock 
Tour victim with a form of trial, to dress 
Plain murder in a mask of law. As Judges 
I know ye not. 

Brab. Enough that you confess 
The treason — 

King. Stop ! Sir, I appeal, to them 
Whence you derive your power. 

Bbad. The people? King, 
Thou seest them here in us. 
King. Oh, that my voice 
Could reach my loyal people ! That the winds 
Could waft the echoes of this groined roof 
So that each comer of the land might hear. 
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From the fair Southern valleys to the hills 

Of mj own native North, from the hleak shores 

Of the great ocean to the channeled West, 

Their rightful Monarch's ciy. Then should ye hear 

From the universal nation, town and plain. 

Forest and village, the stem awful shout 

Of just deliverance, mighty and prolonged. 

Deafening the earth and piercing heaven, and smiting 

Each guilty conscience with such fear as waits 

On the great Judgment-Day. The wish is vain — 

Ah ! vainer than a dream ! I and my people 

Are over-mastered. Yet, Sir, I demand 

A conference with these masters. Tell the G(nnmons 

The King would speak with them. 

Bbad. We have no power 
To stay the trial. 

Dow. Nay, good my Lord^ perchance 
The King would yield such reasons as might move 
The Commons to renew the treaty. Best 
Confer with them. 

Ceom. (lb DowNES.) Art mad P 

Dow. 'Tis ye are mad 
That urge with a remorseless haste this work 
Of savage butchery onward. I was mad 
That joined ye. 

Caom. This is sudden. 

Dow. He's our King. 

Ceom. Our King ! Have we not faced him in the field 
A thousand times ? Our King ! Downes, hath the Lord 
Forsaken thee ? Why I have seen thyself 
Hewing through mailed battalia, tiU thy sword 
And thy good arm were dyed in gore, to reach 
Ton man. Didst mean to save him P Listen, Sir, 
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I am thy friend. 'Tis said,—*! lend no ear 

To slanderers, but this tale was forced upon me— 

'Tis said that one whose grave and honoured name 

Sorts ill with midnight treachery, was se^ 

Stealing from the Queen's lodging ! — I'm thy friend. 

Thy fast friend ! We oft see in this bad world 

The shadow Envy crawling stealthily 

Behind fiair Virtue ;— ^I hold all for false 

Unless thou prove it true ; — I am thy friend ! — 

But if the sequestrators heard this tale — 

Thou hast broad knds. {Aloud.) Why do ye pause P 

Cook. My high 
And honouring task to plead at this great bar 
For lawfrd liberty, for suffering conscience. 
For the old guardians of our rights the Commons, 
Against the lawless fiend Prerogative, 
The persecuting Church, the tyrant King, 
Were needless now and vain. The haughty prisoner 
Denies your jurisdiction. I call on ye 
For instant judgment. 

Brad. Sir, for the last time 
I ask thee, wilt thou plead ? 

Kino. Have I not answered ? 

Cook. Tour judgment, good my Lords ! 

Brab. All ye who deem 
Charles Stuart guilty, rise 1 

[The Judges all stand up. 

King. What all! 

Brad. Not one 
Is wanting. Clerk, record him guilty. 

Cook. Now 
Hie sentence ! 

QxTEEN. (From the Oallery) Traitors, hold ! 

Crom. (IblRETOH.) Heard'st thou a scream? 
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IfiE. 'Tis the malignant wife of Fairfaz. 

Cbom. No! 
A greater far than she. 

QuEEK. Hold« murderers ! 

Cbom. (Aloud.) Lead 
Yon railing woman from her seat. My Lord, 
Please you proceed. 

Queen. {Rwhing to the King.) Traitors, here is my seat — 
I am the Qaeen; — here is my place, my state, 
My Lord and Sovereign, — ^here at thy feet. 
I claim it with a prouder, humbler heart, 
A lowlier duty, a more loyal love. 
Than when the false and glittering diadem 
Encircled first my brow, a queenly bride. 
Put me not from thee ! scorn me not ! I am 
Thy wife. 

King. Oh, true and faithful wife ! Tet leave me. 
Lest the strong armour of my soul, her patience. 
Be melted by thy tears. Oh, go I go ! go ! 
This is no place for thee. 

Queen. Why thou art here ! 
Who shall divide us ? 

Ibe. Force her from him. Guards ; 
Remove her. 

King. Tremble ye who come so near 
As but to touch her garments, (towards ! Slaves ! 
Though the King's power be gone, yet the man's strength 
Remains unwithered. She's my wife ; my alL 

Cbom. None thinks to harm the lady. Good my Lord, 
The hour wears fast with these slight toys. 

Queen. I come 
To aid ye, not impede. If in this land 
To wear the lineal crown, maintain the laws. 
Uphold the insulted Church, be crimes, then I. 
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Am guilty, guiltier thaa your King. 'Twas I 
That urged the war — ye know he loved me ; — I 
That prompted his bold councils ; edged and whetted 
His great resolves ; spurred his high courage on 
Against ye, rebels ! I that armed my knight 
And sent him forth to battle. Mine the crime ; — 
Be mine the punishment ! Deliver him, 
And lead me to the block. Pause ye P My blood 
Is royal too. Within my veins the rich 
Commingled stream of princely Medici 
And regal Bourbon flows : 'twill mount as high, 
'Twill stain your axe as red, 'twill feed as full 
Your hate of Kings. 

Gbom. Madam, we wage no war 
On women. 

Queen. I have warred on ye, and now — 
Take heed how ye release me ! He is gentle, 
Patient, and kind; he can forgive. But I 
Shall roam a frantic widow through the world. 
Counting each day for lost that hath not gained 
An enemy to England, a revenger 
Of this foul murder. 

Hab. Woman, peace ! The sentence ! 

Queen. Tour sentence, bloody judges I As ye deal 
With your anointed King, the red right arm 
Of Heaven shall avenge him : here on earth 
By clinging fear and black remorse, and death. 
Unnatural ghastly death, and then the fire. 
The eternal fire, where panting murderers gasp 
And cannot die, that deepest hell which holds 
The regicide. 

B&AD. Peace ! I have overlong 
Forgotten my great office. Hence ! or force 
Shall rid us of thy frenzy. Know'st thou not 

o 3 
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That curses li^t upon the enrser's head. 

As surely as the doud which the sun drains 

From the salt sea returns into the waye 

In stormy gusts or plashing showers ? Remove her. 

Queen. Oh, mercy ! mercy ! FU not curse; 1*11 be 
As gentle as a babe. Ye cannot doom him 
Whilst I stand by. Eren the hard headsman yeils 
His victim's eyes before he strikes, afeared 
Lest his heart fail. And could ye, being men 
Not fiends, abide a wife's keen agony 
Whilst — ^I'll not leave thee, Charles ! Fll never leave thee. 

King. This is the love stronger than life, the love 
Of woman. Henrietta, listen. Loose 
Thy arms from round my neck; here is no axe ; 
This is no scaffold. We shall meet anon 
Untouched, unharmed; I shall return to thee 
Safe, safe, — shall bide with thee. Listen, my dear one. 
Thy husband prays, thy King commands thee : Go ! 
Go ! Lead her gently, very gently. 

[Ent the Queen led. 
Now 
I am ready. Speak your doom, and quickly. 

Bead. Death. 
Thou art adjudged to die. Sirs, do ye all 
Accord in this just sentence ? 

IThe Judges all stand up. 

King. I am ready. 
To a grey head, aching with royal cares. 
The block is a kind pillow. Yet once more — 

Bead. Silence. The sentence is pronounced ; the lame 
Is past. Conduct him from the Court. 

King. Not hear me ! 
Me, your anointed King ! Look ye what justice 
A meaner man may hope for. 
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Ceom. Why refuse 
His death-speech to a prisoner ? Whoso kaoweth 
What weight hangs on his soul. Speak Qn and fear not. 

King. Fear ! Let the guilty fear. Feel if my pulse 
Flutter P Look if my cheek be faded ? Hearken 
If my calm breathing be not regular^ 
Even as an infant's who hath dropt asleep 
Upon its mother's breast P As I lift up 
This Sword, miscalled of Justice, my cleajr voice 
Hoarsens nor falters not. See, I can smile 
As thinking on the axe, I draw the bright 
Keen edge across my hand. Fear ! Would ye ask 
What weight is on my soul, I tell ye none, 
Save that I yielded once to your decree. 
And slew my faithfullest. Oh, Strafford ! Strafford ! 
This is a retribution ! 

Bbad. Better wee^p 
Thy sins than one just holy act. » 

King. For ye 
My subject-judges I could weep ; for thee 
Beloved and lovely country. Thou wilt groan 
Under the tyrant Many tiU some bold 
And crafty soldier, one who in the field 
Is brave as the roused lion, at the council 
Watchful and gentle as the couchant pard. 
The lovely spotted pard, what time she stoops 
To spring upon her prey ; one who puts on. 
To win each several soul, his several sin, 
A stem fanatic, a smooth hypocrite, 
A fierce republican, a coarse buffoon. 
Always a great bad man ; tiH he shall come. 
And climb the vacant throne, and fix him there, 
A more than King. Cromwell, if' such thou knoVst 
Tell him the rack would prove an easier couch 
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Than he shall find that throne ; tell him the crown 
On an usurper's brow will scorch and bum. 
As though the diamonded and ermined round 
Were framed of glowing steeL 

Gbom. Hath His dread wrath 
Smitten thee with frenzy P 

King. Tell him, for thou knoVst him, 
That Doubt and Discord like fell harpies wait 
Around the usurper's board. By night, by day, 
Beneath the palace roof, beneath that roof 
More fair, the summer s^, fear shall appal 
And danger threaten, and all natural loves 
Wither and die ; till on his dying bed. 
Old 'fore his time, the wretched traitor lies 
Heartbroken. Then, for well thou know'st him, Cromwell, 
Bid him to think on me, and how I fell 
Hewn in my strength and prime, like a proud oak. 
The tallest of the forest, that but shivers 
His glorious top and dies. Oh ! thou shalt envy. 
In thy long agony, my fall, that shakes 
A kingdom but not me. 

Ceom. He is possessed ! — 
My good Lord President, the day wears on — 
Possessed of a fierce devil ! / 

Bbad. Lead him forth. 

King. Why so. Ye are warned. On to my prison. Sirs ! 
On to my prison ! 

ISoldiers, ^c, cry, " On to Execution /" " Justice and 
Execution r 

Ceom. Nay, my comrades. 
Vex not a sinner's parting hour. The wrath 
Is on him, Harrison ! 

END 07 ACT lU. 
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ACTIV. 

SCENE L 

Jn Apartment in Ceomwbll's House. 

Geomw£LL Alone. 

CaoM. So, my Lord Broghill ! We are shrewdly rid 
Of one bold plotter. Now to strike at once. 
Ere fresh conspiracies — 

Enter Iketon. 
What mak'st thou here, 
Fair son P 

Ibb. The Lords CJommissioners refuse 
To sign the warrant. He'll escape us yet. 

Crom. Refase ! What all I 

LaE. No. Harrison and Bradshaw, 
And Marten, still hold firm. 

Ceom. Too few ! too few ! 
Ay, he'll escape. They'll treat. What say the traitors ? 

Ibe. The most keep stubborn silence. Harrison 
Is hoarse with railing. 

Ceom. Overhot ! But that's 
A fault may pass for virtue. Overcold's 
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Your modish sin. Weakness or treachery ! 
^Petersor JudasesI They'll treat. They'll treat. 
Where lies thy regiment P 

Ire. At Westmister. 
One glance of their bright swords, one stirring note 
Of their war-trumpet, and these dastard Judges — 
FU seek them instantly. 

Ceom. Son, thou mistak'st. 
Foul shame it were here in a Christian land 
To govern by brute force — How many hast thou ? 

Ibx. a thousand horse. 

Ceom. Or turn their very guards 
Against the Judges — ^Be they trusty ? 

Ieb. Sir, 
FU answer for them as myself. 

Ceom. Nay, go not. 
No force, good son ! No force ! 

Enter a Servant. 
What wouldst thou P Speak. 

Seev. The Colonel Harrison sends me to crave 
Your Excellenc/s presence. 

Crom. Ay! I come. 
Didst meet thy fellow Eobert, and the gidlant 
Whom thou saVst here this morning ? 

Serv. Sir, they passed me 
At speed. 

Ceom. I come. No force, good son. Eemember 
This is a Christian land. We must keep pure 
The Judgment-seat. No force. 

\Exii Ireton. 
At speed ! Ere now 

They have crost the Thames at Kew. We are quit of one 
Bold cavalier. — ^What said the Colonel P 
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Seev. Prayed 
Yonr instant presence, and between his teeth 
Muttered " Faint crayen souls I" 

Cbom. Fie ! Fie! to speak 
Irreverently of such great ones. Faint 
And craven souls! Follow my son; thou'lt find him 
Heading his valiant horse. Bid him be still 
Till I send to him — still as night. And now 
For ye wise Judges ! 

SCENE n. 

The Fainted Chamber. 

Bradshaw, Babeison, Cook, Downes, Tichbuene, 
Marten, and other Judges 

Hae. Be ye all smit with palsy ? Hang your arms 
Dead at your sides, that ye refuse to sign 
The warrant P Be ye turned idolaters ? 
Bank worshippers of Baal? , . 

Bead. They refuse not. 

Mae. They parley. Sir, they dally, they delay. 

Cook. The wiser if they did. 'Twere vantage-ground. 
The keen axe swinging o'er his head, to treat 
With your great prisoner. 

Hae. Treat ! Was yonder trial 
A mummery, a stage-play, a farce P Oh, blind 
And stubborn generaticm ! 

Dow. The whole people 
Are struck with awe and pity. Each man's cheek 
Is pale ; each woman's eye is wet ; each child 
Liffcs up its little hands as to implore 
Mercy for the poor King. 
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Hab. CaptiTit J 
And bondage will overtake them ! They fidl off 
Like the revolted Tribes. Egyptian bondage ! 

EtU^ Cbomwell, 

Cbox. Wherefore so loud, good Colonel? Sirs, I shame 
To have held ye waiting here. A sudden cause, 
I pray ye believe it urgent, hindered me. 
Where is the warrant P Have ye left a space 
For my poor name P 

Mak. Thou wilt find room enow. 
There! 

Gbom. What unsigned P — ^Harrison! — ^He came hither 
To crave your signatures. 

Hab. I did my message ! 
But these Philistines — 

Grom. Do ye shame to set 
Your names to your own deeds P Did ye not pass 
This solemn sentence in the face of day, 
Before the arraigned King, the shouting people, 
The majesty of Heaven P 

TiCH. Thou dost mistake us. 

Gbom. I crave your pardon. Sirs. I deemed ye were 
The Judges, the King's Judges, the elect 
Of England, chosen by her godly Gommons 
As wisest, boldest, best. I did mistake ye. 

Dow. Listen, ere thou accuse us. 

Mab. Listen! sign! 
And we will listen, though your pleaded reason 
Outlast Hugh Peters' sermon. 

Dow. Hear me first. 

Gbom. Well! 

Dow. We have here Gommissioners from Scotland, 
Praying our mercy on the King. 
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Cboh. They gave him 
Into our hands. 

Hab. And they are answered Sir. 
Thou knoVst that Cromwell singly put them down. 
As they had been young babes. 

Dow. The Pensionary — 

CjEiOM. Pshaw! 

Dow. Hath sent pressing missives ! Embassies 
From every court, are on the seas ; and Charles 
Proffers great terms. 

Ceom, Have we not all ? 

Cook. But he 
Will give a fair security, a large 
And general amnesty. So are we freed 
From fear of after-reckoning. 

Cbom. Master Cook, 
No wonder that a lawyer pleads to-day 
Against his cause of yesterday — i£ feed 
To the height. But thou art not of us ; thy part 
Is o'er. 

Mar. He will give large securities ! 
For what P 

Dow. The general safety and our own. 

Mab. Safety, say Hberty ! Securities. 
Marry large promises ! An ye will trust 
Ye may be Earls and Marquises, and portion 
This pretty islet England as a manor 
Amongst ye. Shame ye not to think a bribe 
Might win your soub. from freedom ? 

Has. Prom the Lord I 
Would ye desert His people P sell for gain 
His cause P 

Cbom. Hush! Hush! none thinketh to forsake 
The cause ! 
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TiCH. Let Bradshaw sign. What need more names 
Than the Lord President's P 

Bead. I am ready, Sirs, 
An ye will follow me. The instroment 
Were else illegal When ye are prepared, 
SpeaL 

Ceom. My good masters, ye rememher me 
Of a passage of my boyhood. 

ITkm aside to Bkadshaw and Hasbison. 
Deem me not 
A light unmeaning trifler, recollect 
How Nathan spake to David. [Then aloud,'] Being a child 
Nutting with other imps in the old copse 
At Hinchinbroke, we saw across a wide 
But shallow stream one overhanging hazel. 
Whose lissome stalks were weighed by the rich fruitage 
Almost into the water. As we stood 
Eyeing the tempting boughs, a shining nut 
Fell from its socket, dimpling wide around 
The dark clear mirror. At that sight one bold 
And hardy urchin, with myself, no less 
Li those young days a daring wight, at once 
Plunged in the sparkling rivulet. It rose 
Above our ankles, to our knees, half up 
Our thighs, and my scared comrade in the midst 
Of the stream turned roaring back, and gained the bank 
Nutless and wet, amidst the scoffing shouts 
Of the small people. 

Brad. And thou? 

Ceom. Why I bore 
My course right on, and gained the spoil. Sirs, we 
Have plunged knee deep in the waters ; are midway 
The stream. Will ye turn now and leave the fruit 
Ungathered, recreants P or hold boldly on 
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And win the holy prize of freedom P Give me 
The warrant. ISi^ns,"] So ! methinks an it were not 
Over ambitious, and thafs a sin. 
My homely name should stand alone to this 
Most righteous scrolL Follow who list. IVe left 
A space for the Lord President. 

Brad. Til fiU it 
With an unworthy name. [Si^ns,'] 

Ceom. Now swell the roll, 
My masters ! Whither goest thou. Marten? None 
Shall stir till he hath signed. Thou a ripe scholar. 
Not write thy name ! I can write mine i' the dark. 
And oft with my sword-point have traced in air 
The viewless characters in the long hour 
Before the joy of battle. Shut thine eyes. 
And write thy name ! Anywhere ! See— 

[Marking Mabten's cheek with a pen. 
Nay, Marten, 

Stand still ! — See ! See ! how fair and clerkly I Yet 
This parchment is the smoother. 

Mae. Hold thee sure 
FU pay thee. General. 

TiCH. Why he hath marked thee 
Like a new. ruddled sheep. 

Mae. rU pay thee. 

Gboh. Sign. I 

Mae. Willingly; joyfully. [Signs.'] 

Ceom. Why so. Where goes 
Our zealous alderman? I deemed to see 
His name the first. 

Bead. He fears the City's safety. 
Full, as he says, of the King's friends. 

Ceom. He fears ! 
They be bold men who fearlessly do own 
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Their fears. I dare not. Fear ! Sir, didst thou come 
By water hither P 

TicH. No. 

Cbom. And didst thou meet 
No sohiiers on thy way ? 

TicH. Many. The streets 
Are swarming with them. 

CsoM. Were they silent? 

TiCH. No, 
They called aloud for execution. 

Cbom. Say, 
For justice and for execution. Marry, 
My Ironsides know not the new state trick 
To separate the words. Well ! are not they 
A nearer fear P Sign boldly. 

[CfiOMWELii Makten and Dowmas, advance to the front, 

Mab. They flock fast 

Cbom. 'Tis time, for plots are weaving all around us. 
Like spidei^s nets in Autumn. But this morning 
I swept one web away. Lord Broghill — 

Mab. What! 
Hath he been here P 

Dow. Is he discovered? 

Cbom. Sir, 
I have a slow-hound's scent to track a traitor. 
He's found and he's despatched. 

Dow. How? 

Mab. Where? 

Cbom. To Ireland, 
With a commission 'gainst the rebels. 'Tis 
An honest soldier who deserves to fight 
For the good cause. He but mistook his side ; 
The Queen beguiled him, and the knightly sound 
Of loyalty. But 'tis an honest soldier. 
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He will prove faithful. 

Mab. How didst win him ? 

Cbom. How? 
A word of praise, a thought of fear. How do men 
Win traitors ? Hark ye, Downes ! Lord Broghill left 
A list of the King's friends amongst us here ; — 
Grave seeming Roundheads, bold and zealous soldiers. 
High officers — ^I marvel not ye look 
Distrustfully— one of renown, a Colonel, 
A Judge too ! Downes, hast thou signed yonder Warrant 

Mae. What was the plan P 

Crom. Go sign I say. — ^The plan ! 
A sudden rescue, to o'erpower the guard. — 
Ha! Ingoldsby — 

[Seizing one of the Judges and leading him to the table. 
Nay, man, if thou be questioned. 
Some dozen years hence, say that I forced thee, swear 
Thy wicked kinsman held thy hand. — ^Ay, now 
The blank is nobly filled, and bravely ! now 
I know ye once agam, the pious Judges 
The elect and godly of the land ! 

[A trumpet heard without. 
Ha ! — ^Marten, 

Haste to my son ; bid him disband his force ; 
The peril is gone by. 

[Exit Marten. 

Hae. What peril ? 

Crom. Te 
That are assembled here, should lift your voice 
In earnest thanks for quick deliverance 
From sudden danger. Ye knew nought of this 
Great jeopardy, nor need ye know. Give thanks, 
And question not. Ye are safe. 

Brad. Art sure of that ? 
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Cboh. Did ye not hear me even now take order 
The goard should be dispersed ? Question no more. 
Ye are so safe, that this slight parchment, Sirs, 
May be your shield. 

Brad. The deed is incomplete. 
It hath no date. 

Crom. Ah I well reminded ! write 
The Thirtieth. 

Dow. To-morrow P that were sudden. 

Crom. Why so we must be. There be plots astir. 
And speed is our best safety. — ^Thou hast signed P 
Thy name is here amongst us P — ^I must haste 
To overtake the hour. 'Tis still unsealed. 
Add thou my signet, Bradshaw. 

[Eadt Cromwell. 

TiCH. What intends 
The General P 

Brad. Question not of that. A taper ! 
Your scab, my Lords Commissioners ! Your seals ! 

IThe scene closes, 

SCENE III. 

The King's Apartments. 

Enter the King, leading in the Princess Elizabeth and the 
Duke op Gloucester. 

King. Here we may weep at leisure. Yon fierce 
ruffian 
Will scarce pursue us here. Elizabeth, 
I thought I had done with anger, but the soldier 
Who gazed on thee awhile, with looks that seemed 
To wither thy young beauty, and with words — 
My child ! my child ! And I had not the power 
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To shield my own sweet cliild ! 

Eiiz. I saw him not ; 
I heard him not : 1 could see none but thee ; 
Could hear no voice but thine. 

King. When I am gone 
Who shall protect thee ? 

Glou. I shall soon be tall ; 
And then— 

King. Poor boy ! Elizabeth, be thou 
A mother to him. Eear him up in peace 
And humbleness. Show him how sweet Content 
Can smile on dungeon floors ; how the mewed lark 
Sings in his narrow cage. Plant patience, dear ones. 
Deep in your hearts. 

JEnter Hebbebt. 

Herbert, where stays the Queen ? 

Still on that hopeless quest of hope, though friends 

Drop from her fast as leaves in Autumn ? 

Hebb. Sire, 
Her Grace is absent still. But General Cromwell 
Craves audience of your Majesty. 

King. Admit him. 
Wipe off those tears, Elizabeth. Eesume 
Thy gentle courage. Thou art a Princess. 

Enter Cbomwell. 

Sir, 

Thou seest me with my children. Doth thine errand 

Demand their absence ? 

Cbom. No. I sent them to thee 
In Christian charity. Thou hast not fallen 
Amongst the heathen. 

King. Howsoever sent, 
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It was a royal boon. My heart hath ached 
With the vain agony of longing love 
To look upon those blooming cheeks, to kiss 
Those red and innocent lips, to hear the sound 
Of those dear voices. 

Crom. Sir, 'twas meet they came 
That thou might'st see them once again, might'st say — 

King. Farewell ! — ^I can endure the word — a last 
Farewell ! I have dwelt so long upon the thought. 
The sound seems nothing. Ye have signed the sentence ? 
Fear not to speak, Sir. 

Gbom. 'Tis a grievous duty — 

King. Te have signed. And the day P 

Crom. To-morrow. 

King. What ! 
So soon? And yet I thank ye. Speed is mercy. 
Te must away, poor children. 

Cbom. Nay, the children 
May bide with thee till nightfall. 

King. Take them, Herbert ! 
Take them. 

Children. Oh ! no, no, no ! 

King. Dear ones, I go 
On a great journey. Bless ye once again. 
My children I We must part. Farewell ! 

Eliz. Oh, father. 
Let me go with thee ! 

King. Know'st thou whither ? 

Eliz. Yes; 
To heaven. Oh, take me with thee ! I must die ; 
When the tree falls, the young buds wither. Take me 
Along with thee to heaven ! Let us lie 
Both in one grave ! 

King. Now bless ye ! This is death ! 
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This is the bitterness of loTe. 

Cbom. Fair child 
Be comforted. 

King. Didst thou not pat her head? 

Ceom. She minded me, all in her innocent tears. 
Of one in mine own dwelling. 

King. Thou hast daughters ; 
Be kind to her. 

Ceom. I wiU. 

King. And the poor boy — 
He comes not near the throne. Make not of him 
A puppet King. 

Cbom. I think not of it. 

EiKG. Take them. 
Good Herbert ! And my wife — 

Ceom. She shall be safe ; 
Shall home to France unharmed. 

King. Now fare ye well ! — 
Cromwell, come back ! — ^No, bring them not again — 
No more of parting — ^bless them ! bless them ! See 
The girl, the poor, poor girl, hath wept away 
Her tears, and pants and shivers like a fawn 
Dying. Oh ! for some gentle face to look on 
When she revives, or she wiU surely die. 

Ceom. She shall be cared for. 

[Exeunt Heebeet and the Children. 

KnrG. Are they gone? quite gone ? 
I might have kissed them once again, havp charged them 
To love each other. — No, 'tis best. 

Ceom. Thou bad'st me 
Remain. What is thy will ? 

King. Be kind to them ! 
Be very kind to them ! 

Ceom. Have I not promised ? 
Was that what thou wouldst say ? 

King. No. But the love. 
The o'ermastering love — that was the death-pang. Cromwell, 
Thou wilt be kind to them ? 

VOL. I. P 
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Ckom. Wouldst have me swear? 

King. Nay, swear not, lest I doubt. I will believe thee. 
And for the human pity thou hast shown 
The touch of natural ruth, I pray thee take 
My thanks. 

Ceom. I would have saved thee. By this hand, 
This sinful hand, I would have saved thee. King, 
Hadst thou flung by yon bauble. 

King. There is One 
Who reads all hearts. One who pursues all crimes, 
From silver-tongued and bland hypocrisy 
To treasonous murder. The unspoken thought. 
And the loud lie, and the accursing act. 
Mount to His throne together. Tempt Him not. 
I know thee for the worker of this deed. 
And knowing pardon thee : — but tempt not Him ! 

Crom. Thy blood be on thy head ! I would have saved 
thee — 
Even now the thought stirred in me. Pardon, Lord, 
That gazing on the father's agonies, 
My heart of flesh waxed faint, and I forgot 
Thy glory and Thy cause, the suffering saints. 
The tyrant's tyranny, and Thy great word. 
Freedom ! Thy blood be on thy head. 

King. So be it. 

END OP ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. 

The King's Bedchamber. 

(On account of the length of the Tragedy, this Scene is omitted 
in representation.) 

The King, starting fiom his Couch ; Heebeet asleep. 

King. Herbert! Is't time to rise? He sleeps. What 
sounds 
Were those that roused me ? Hark again ! The clang 
Of hammers ! Yet the watch-light bums ; the day 
Is still unborn. This is a work of night, 
Of deep funereal darkness. Each loud stroke 
Rings like a knell, distinct, discordant, shrill. 
Gathering, redoubling, echoing round my head. 
Smiting me only with its sound amid 
The slumbering city, tolling in mine ear — 
A passing bell ! It is the scaffold. Heaven 
Grant me to tread it with as calm a heart 
As I bear now. His sleep is troubled. Herbert ! 
'Twere best to wake him. Herbert ! rouse thee, man ! 

Heeb. Did your Grace call ? 

King. Ay ; we should be to-day 
Early astir. I've a great business toward. 
To exchange the kingly wreath, my crown of thorns, 

i>2 
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For an eternal diadem ; to die — 

And I would go trim as a bridegroom. Give me 

Yon ermined cloak. If the crisp nipping frost 

Should cause me shiver, there be tongues would call 

The wintry dullness Fear. Herbert, my sleep 

Hath been as soft and bahny, as young babes 

Inherit from their blessed innocence, 

Or hardy peasants win with honest toil. 

When I awoke thy slumbers were perturbed. 

Unquiet. 

Heeb. Vexed, my liege, with dreams. 

Kino. Of what ? 

Herb. So please you. Sire, demand not. 

King. Dost thou think 
A dream can vex me now ? Speak. 

Hebb. Thrice I slept, 
And thrice I woke, and thrice the self-same vision 
Haunted my fancy. Seemed this very room. 
This dim and waning taper, this dark couch. 
Beneath whose crimson canopy reclined 
A form august and stately. The pale ray 
Of the watch-light dwelt upon his face, and showed 
His paler lineaments, where majesty 
And manly beauty, and deep trenching thought. 
And Care, the wrinkler, aU were blended now 
Into one calm and holy pensiveness. 
Softened by slumber. I stood gazing on him 
With weeping love, as one awake ; when sudden 
A thick and palpable darkness fell around, 
A blindness, and duU groans and piercing shrieks 
A moment echoed; then they ceased, and light 
Burst forth and music — light such as the flood 
Of day-spring at the dawning, rosy, sparkling. 
An insupportable brightness — and i' th* midst. 
Over the couch, a milk-white dove, which soared 
Right upward, cleaving with its train of light 
The heavens like a star. The couch remained 
Vacant. 
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King. Oh, that the spirit so may pass ! 
So rise ! Thrice didst thou say ? 

Heeb. Three times the yision 
Passed o'er my fiancy. 

King. A thrice-blessed omen.! 
Herbert, my soul is full of serious joy, 
Coutent and peaceful as the Autumn sun. 
When, smiling for awhile on the ripe sheaves 
And kissing the brown woods, he bids the world 
A calm good night. Bear witness that I die 
In charity with all men ; and take thou. 
My kind and faithful servant, follower 
Of my evil fortunes, true and tender, take 
All that thy master hath to give— his thanks. 
His poor but honest thanks. Another King 
Shall better pay thee. Weep not. Seek the Bishop ; 
And if thou meet with that fair constancy. 
My mournful Henrietta, strive to turn 
Her steps away till — ^I*m a coward yet. 
And fear her, lest she come to plunge my thoughts 
In the deep fountain of her sad fond tears. 
To win me — ^Ha ! can that impatient foot. 
That hurrying hand, which shakes the door — 

lEnter the Queen. 

Queen. My Charles ! 

King. Haste to the Bishop. \Bxit Heebeet. 

Queen. Charles! 

King. Already here ! 
Thou didst fall trembling in my arms, last night, 
Dizzy and faint and spent, as the tired martlet, 
Midway her voyage, drops panting on the deck, 
And slumbers through the tempest. I kissed off 
The tears that hung on those fair eyelids, blessing 
Thy speechless weariness, thy weeping love 
That sobbed itself to rest. Never did mother 
Watching her fevered infant pray for sleep 
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So calm, 80 deep, so long^ as I besought 

Of Heaven for thee when half unconscious, yet 

Moaning and plaining like a dove, they bore thee 

With gentle force away. And thou art here 

Already ! wakened into sense and life 

And the day's agony. 

Queen. Here ! I have been 
To Harrison, to Marten, to Lord Fairfax, 
To Downes, to Ireton, — even at Bradshaw's feet 
I've knelt to-day. Sleep now P shall I e'er sleep 
Again! 

King. At Bradshaw's feet ! Oh, perfect love 
How can I chide thee ? Yet I would thou hadst spared 
Thyself and me that scorn. 

Queen. Do hunters scorn 
The shrill cries of the Honess, whose cubs 
They've snared, although the forest-queen approach 
Crouching ? Do seamen scorn the forked lightning. 
Albeit the storm-cloud weep ? They strove to soothe ; 
They spake of pity ; one of hope. 

KisQ, Alas ! 
AU thy Ufe long the torturer hope hath been 
Thy master ! — Yet if she can steal an hour 
Prom grief— Whom dost thou trust ? 

Queen. Thyself and Heaven 
And a relenting woman. Wrap thyself 
Close in my cloak — Here ! here ! — ^to Lady Fairfax ! 
She's faithful ; she'll conceal thee. Take the cloak ; 
Waste not a point of time, not whilst the sand 
Huns in the glass. Dost fear its shortness ? See 
How long it is ! 
On with the cjoak. Begone ! 

King. And thou? 

Queen. My post is here. 

King. To perish. 

Queen. No. 
To live to a blest old age with thee in freedom. 
Away, my Charles, my King ! I shall be safe- 
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And if I were not, could I live if thou — 

Charles, thou wilt madden me. 'Tis the first boon 

I ever craved ; and now, by our young loves. 

By our commingled griefs, a mighty spell, * 

Our smiling children and this bleeding land, 

Go ! I conjure thee, go ! 

King. I cannot. 

Queen. King, 
Begone ! or I will speak such truth — and truth 
Is a foul treason in this land— will rain 
Such curses on them, as shall force them send me 
To the scaffold at thy side. Fly ! 

King. Dost thou see 
Fierce soldiers crowded round, as if to watch 
A garrisoned fort, rather than one unarmed 
Defenceless man, and think'st thou I could win 
A step unchallenged ? Nor though to escape 
Were easy as to breathe, the vigilant guard 
Smitten with sudden blindness, the unnumbered 
And stirring swarms of this vast city locked 
In charmed sleep, and darkness over all 
Blacker than starless night, spectral and dim 
As an eclipse at noontide, though the gates 
Opened before me, and my feet were swift 
As the antelope's, not then, if it but perilled 
A single hair of friend or foe, would I 
Pass o*er the threshold. In my cause, too much 
Of blood hath fallen. Let mine seal all. I go 
To death as to a bridal ; thou thyself. 
In thy young beauty, wast not wdcomer 
Than he. Farewell, beloved wife ! My chosen ! 
My dear one ! We have loved as peasants love. 
Been fond and true as they. Now fare thee well ! 
I thank thee, and I bless thee. Pray for me, 
My Henrietta. 

Queen. Charles, thou shalt be saved. 
Talk not of parting. I'll to Fairfax ; he 
Gave hope, and hope is life. 
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King. Farewell! 

Queen. Hat word — 
I pr'ythee speak it not — ^withers roe, lives 
Like a serpent's hiss within mine ear, shoots thiongh 
My yeins like poison, twines and coils ahout me, 
Clinging and killing. 'Tis a sound accurst^ 
A word of death and doom. Why shouldst thou speak it ! 
Thou shalt be saved; Fairfax shall save thee. Charles, 
Give me a ringlet of thy hair— No, no,— 
Not now ! not now ! Thou shalt not die^ 

King. Sweet wife. 
Say to my children that my last fond thought — 

Queen. Last! Thou shalt live to tell them (^ thy 
thoughts 
Longer than they or X to hear thee. Hearken, 
Promise thou wilt await me here ! Let none — 
They wiU not dare, they shall not. I but waste 
The hour. To Fairfax, the good Fairfax ! Charles, 
Thou shalt not die I lExii Queen. 

King. Oh, truest, fondest woman ! 
My matchless wife ! The pang is mastered now, 
I am Death's conqueror. My faithfullest ! 
My fairest ! My most dear 1 I ne*er shall see 
Those radiant looks again, or hear the sound 
Of thy blithe voice, which was a hope, or feel 
The thrilling pressure of thy hand, almost 
A language, so the ardent spirit burned 
And vibrated within thee ! Til to prayer. 
And chase away that image ! I'll to prayer. 
And pray for thee, sweet wife ! I'll to my prayers. [JSrtV. 

(In representation, the Fifth Act, begins here.) 
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SCENE 11. 

The Banqueting-Hottse at Whitehall^ glass folding-doors open- 
ing to the Scaffold, which is covered mth black. The 
block, axe, ^c, visible; Officers and other persons are busy 
in the Background, and Cbx)MWBLL m also there giving 
directions, 

Ireton, Harrison, and Hacker meeting ; Cromwell 
behind. 

Har. Cromwell! — Good morrow, Ireton! Whither goes 
The General? 

Ire. To see that all be ready 
For this great deed. 

Hack. He hath the eager step, 
The dark light in his eye, the upward look. 
The flush upon his cheek, that I've marked in him 
When marching to the battle. 

Har. Doth he not lead 
To-day in a great combat, a most holy 
And glorious victory ? 

Crom. (Jt the back of the Stage.) Has thou ta'en 
order, 
That soon as the head's off, the Abbey bell 
Begin to toll ? 

Oppicer. Ihave. 

Crom. Look that the axe 
Be keen, and the hand steady. Let us have 
No butchery. [Advancing to the front of the Stage. 

If he die not, we must perish — 
That were as nothing ! but with us will die 
The liberty for which the blood of saints 
And martyrs hath been spilt, freedom of act. 
Of speech, of will, of faith I Better one grey. 
Discrowned head should fall, albeit a thought 
Before the time, than God's own people groan 
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In slavery for ever. 

Hab. Whoso doubteHi 
But he shall die? 

Cbom. 'Tis rumoured. Sirs, amongst 
The soldiery, that one of a high place, 
Fairfax— But I believe it not. Hast thou 
The warrant. Hacker? 

Hack. No. 

Ibe. Since when doth Fairfax 
Dare to impugn the sentence of a free 
And public court, of England — 

Hab. Of the Great 
AIl-Bighteous Judge who hath delivered him 
Manifestly to us ? 

Hack. Will he dare oppose 
Army and people ? £te alone ! 

Crom. Be sure 
The good Lord General, howsoe*er some scruple 
May trouble him, wiU play a godly part 
In this sad drama.— Ay, I have the warrant ! 
It is addressed to thee. Thou must receive 
The prisoner, and conduct him hither. 

Hack. Hath 
The hour been yet resolved ? 

Cbom. Not that I hear. 

Enter Faibpax. 

Ha ! our great General ! Well met, my Lord ! 
We that are laden with this heavy burthen 
Lacked your sustaining aid ! 

Fair. Cromwell, I too 
Am heavy laden. 

Cbom. You look ill at ease ; 
'Tis this chill air, the nounsher of rheums. 
The very fog of frost, that turns men's blood 
To water. 

Faib. No, the grief is here. Regret, 
Almost remorse, and doubt and fear o( wrong 
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Press heavily upon me. Is this death 
Lawful? 

Ire. His country's sentence, good my Lord, 
May be thy warrant. 

Fair. An anointed King ! 

Har. a bloody tyrant. 

Fair. Yet a man, whose doom 
Lies on our conscience. We might save the King 
Even now at the eleventh hour ; we two 
Hold the nice scales of life and death, and shall not 
Fair mercy sway the balance ? Dost thou hear me ? 
Wilt thou not answer ? Canst thou doubt our power ? 

Crom. No. Man hath always power for ill. I know 
We might desert our fricAds, betray our country. 
Abandon our great cause, and sell our souls 
To Hell. We might do this, and mote; might shroud 
These devilish sins in holy names, and call them 
Loyalty, Honour, Faith, Repentance — cheats 
Which the great Tempter loves ! 

Fair. Yet hearken, Cromwell ! 
Bethink thee of thy fame. 

Crom. Talk'st thou of fame 
To me P I am too mean a man, too lowly. 
Too poor in state and name, to need abjure 
That princely sin, and for my humbleness 
I duly render thanks. Were I as thou — 
Beware the lust of fame. Lord (General, 
Of perishable fame, vain breath of man. 
Slight bubble, frailer than the ocean foam 
Which from her prow the good ship in her course 
Scattereth, and passeth on regardlessly. 
Lord General beware ! 

Fair, I am Lord General; 
And I alone by mine own voice have power 
To stay this deed. 

Crom. Alone? 

Fair. I'll answer it 
Before the Council. 
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Cbom. Ha ! alone ! — come nearer. 

Fair. What wouldst thou of me P 

Cbom. Yonder men are firm 
And honest in the cause, and braye as steel ; 
Yet are they zealots, blind and furious zealots I 
I would not they should hear us — bloody zealots ! 

Eaib. Speak, Sir; we waste the hour, 

Cbom. I would confess 
Kelentings like thine own. — ^They hear us not ? 

Faib. I joy to hear thee. 

Cbom. Thou art one elect, 
A leader in the land, a chosen vessd. 
And yet of such a mild and gracious mood. 
That I, stem as I seem, may doff to thee 
This smooth and goyemed mask of polity. 
And show the struggling heart perplexed and grieved 
In all its nakedness. Yes, I haye known 
The kindly natural loye of man to man 
His fellow !— the rough soldier's shuddering hate 
Of yiolent death, saye in the battle ; lastly, 
A passionate yearning for that sweetest power 
Bom of fair Mercy. 

Faib. Yet but now thou chid'st me. 
And with a lofty scorn, for such a weakness. 
The change is sudden. 

Cbom. Good my Lord, I stroye 
And wrestled with each pitying thought as bom 
Of earthly pride and mortal sin. Full offc 
We, that are watchers of our wretched sdyes. 
Aiming at higher yirtues, trample down 
Fair shoots of charity and gentle loye; 
Yet still my breast was troubled. And since thou 
Art moyed by such relentings— 

Faib. And a promise 
Made to my wife. 

Cbom. A wise and pious lady ! 

Faib. Thou wilt then saye the King ? 

Cbom. Sir, we must haye 
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Some higher warranty than our wild will. 
Our treacherous human will, afore we change 
The fiat of a nation. Thou art a man 
Elect and godly — ^Harrison ! — go seek 
The presence of the Lord. Perhaps to thee 
A guiding answer, a divine impulsion, 
May be vouchsafed. Go with him, Harrison ! 
Seek ye the Lord together. 

Faie. 'Tis a wise 
And pious counsel 

Cbom. Step apart awhile ; 
We wiU await ye here. 

lExeuttt Faibtax and Habbison. 

G&OKWELL ^ves the Warrani io Hacker. 

Now ! now ! be quick ! 

\JExit Hackee. 
Is the scaffold all prepared ? The headsman waiting 
With shrouded visage and bare arm ? The axe 
Whetted? Be ready on the instant. Where 
Be guards to line the room, mute wondering faces, 
A living tapestry, and men of place 
To witness this great deed ? A King should fall 
Decked with the pageantries of Death, the clouds 
That roll around the setting sun. 

Ibe. If Fairfax 
B«tum before he come — 

Cbom. Dost thou mistrust 
Harrison's gift in prayer ? The General's safe. 
Besides I sent erewhile the halberdiers 
To guard Charles Stuart hither. Hacker '11 meet 
His prisoner. 

Ibe. But should Fairfax — 

Cbom. Wherefore waste 
A word on such a waverer ! 

Ibe. What hath swayed him P 

Cbom. His wife! his wife! The Queen bath seen again 
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That haughty dame, and her fond tewrs— 

Ibe. I marvel 
That thou endur'st that popish witch of France 
So near. 

Cbom. I watch her. He must die ! 'Tis borne 
Upon my soul as what shall be. The race. 
The name shall perish. 

Ieb. Ay, the very name 
Of King. 

Cbom. Of Stuart. 

Ibe. And of King. 

Cbom. So be it. 
Will Bradshaw never come ? 

^»^^ Bbadshaw, Cook, Mabten, and others. 
Ah, welcome I welcome ! 
Ye are late. 

Bbad. Yon living mass is hard to pierce 
By men of civil calling. The armed soldiers 
Can scantly force a passage for their prisoner. 

Cbom. He comes ? 

Bbad. He's at the gate. 

Ibe. What say the people ? 

Bbad. The most are pale and silent, as a Fear 
Hung its dull shadow over them ; whilst some. 
Struck with a sudden pity, weep and wonder 
What ails them ; and a few bold tongues are loud 
In execration. 

Ibe. And the soldiers ? 

Mab. They 
Are true to the good cause. 

Cbom. The righteous cause ! 
My friends and comrades, ye are come to witness 
The mighty consummation. See, the sun 
Breaks forth ! The Heavens look down upon our work 
Smiling ! The Lord hath risen ! 

Ibe. The King ! 
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Enter the King, Hackeb, Herbeet, a Bishop, Guards, 8fc. 

King. Why pause ye P 
Come on. 

[Hbrbebt gives the King a letter. 

Hebb. Sire, from thy son. 

King. My boy! My boy! 
No, no ; this letter is of life, and I 
And Ufe have shaken hands. My kingly boy ! 
And the fair girl ! I thought to have done with this. 
But it so clings ! Take back the letter, Herbert. 
Take it, I say. Forgive me, faithful Herbert, 
That last impatient word. Forgive me. Now, Sirs, 
What see ye on that platform ? I am as one 
Bent on a far and perilous voyage, who seeks 
To hear what rocks beset his path. What see ye ? 

Bbap. Only the black-masked headsman. 

King. Ay, he wears 
His mask upon his face, an honest mask. 
What see ye more ? 

Bbad. Nought save the living sea 
Of human faces, blent into one mass 
Of sentient various life : woman and man. 
Childhood and infancy, and youth and age 
Commingled, with its multitudinous eyes 
Upturned in expectation. Awful gaze ! 
Whp may abide thy power ? 

King. I shall look upward. 
Why pause we here ? 

Ceom. Ay, why? 

Brad. May it please thee. Sir, 
To rest awhile P Bring wine. 

King. I need it not. 
Yes ! fill the cup ! fill high the sparkling cup ! 
This is a hoHday to loyal breasts. 
The King's accession day. Fill high ! fill high ! 
The block,, the scaffold, the swift sudden axe. 
Have yet a privilege beyond the slow 
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And painful dying bed^ and I may qaaff 

In my full pride of strength a health to him. 

Whom, pass one short half-hour, the funeral kn^ll 

Proclaims my successor. Health to my son I 

Health to the King of England I Start ye. Sirs, 

To hear the word ? Health to King Charles, and peace. 

To this fair realm ! And when that blessed time 

Oi rightful rule shall come, say that I left 

For the bold tutors that condemned, the cowards 

Who not opposing murdered me (I have won 

So near the Throne of Truth that true words Spring 

Unbidden from my lips,) say that I left 

A pardon, liberal as the air, to all, 

A free and royal pardon !— Pr'ythee speed me 

On my rough journey. 

Crom. Wherefore crowd ye there ? 
Make way. 

King. 1 thank thee. Sir. My good Lord Bishop, 
Beware the step. — 

lExeunt King, Hbbbeet, Bishops and Guards. 
(A pause.) 

Cbom. Both he address the people ? 

Mar. Not so. He kneels. 

Cbom. 'Twere fittest. Close the door. 
This wintry air is chill, and the Lord President 
Is of a feeble body. 

[Scream toUhouU 

Brad. Hark! 

Crom. 'Tis one 
Who must be stayed. 

Brad. The Queen P 

Crom. Go stop her, Ireton, 

[ExU Ireton- 
It were not meet that earthly loves should mingle 
With yonder dying prayer. Yes ! StiU he kneels. * 
Hacker, come hither. If thou see a stir 
Amongst the crowd, send for my horse ; they're ready ; — 
Or if, 'midst these grave men, some feeble heart 
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Wax faint in the great cause, as such J^ere be ;— 
Or on the scaffold, if he cling to life 
Too fondly ; — I'd not send a sinful soul 
Before his time to his accompt, good Bradshaw ! 
But no delay ! Is he still kneeling ? — ^Mark me 
No idle dalliance. Hacker ! I must hence. 
Lest Fairfax— no weak dalliance ! no delay ? 
The cause, the cause, good Bradshaw ! 

lExit, and the Scene closes, 

SCENE IIJ. 
Another Gallery in Whitehall, 

Enter Cbomwell. 

Ceom. Methought I heard her here. — ^No ! — If she win 
To Fairfax ! — ^He must die, as Ahab erst 
Or Rehoboam, or as that great heathen 
Whom Brutus loved and slew. None ever called 
Brutus a murderer ! And Charles had trial — 
'Twas more than Cssar had ! — free, open trial. 
If he had pleaded. But the Eternal Wrath 
Stiffened him in his pride. It was ordained. 
And I but an impassive instrument 
In the Almighty hand, an arrow chosen 
From out the sheaf. If I should reign hereafter 
Men shall not call me bloody.— Hark ! the bell ! 
No — all is hush as midnight. — ^I shall be 
Tenderer of English lives. Have they forgot 
To sound the beU ? He must be dead. 

Queen. {Without.) Lord Fairfax ! 

Cbom. The Queen ! the Queen ! 

Enter the Quebk. 

Queen. They told me he was here — 
I see him not, — but I have wept me blind;— 
And then that axe, that keen bright edgy axe. 
Which flashed across my eyeballs, blinding me 
More than a sea of tears. — ^Here's one ! — Oh fly 
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If thou be man^ and bid the headsman stay 
His blow for one short hour, one little hour. 
Till I have found Lord Fairfax ! Thou shalt have 
Gold, mines of gold ! Oh, save him ! save the King ! 

Ceom. Peace ! peace ! Have comfort ! 

Queen. Comfort ! and he dies. 
They murder him ; the axe falls on his neck ; 
The blood comes plashing ! — Comfort ! 

Enter Lady Faikpax. 

Lady F. Out, alas ! 
I can hear nought of Fairfax, royal Madam ! — 
Cromwell, the master-murderer ! 

Queen. Oh, forgive her ! 
She knows not what she says. If thou be Cromwell, 
Thou hast the power to rescue. See I kneel ; 
I kiss, thy feet. Oh, save him ! Take the crown ; 
Take all but his dear life ! Oh, savd him, save him ! 
And I will be thy slave !— I, a bom Princess, 
I, a crowned Queen, will be thy slave. 

Cbom. Arise ! 
My Lady Fairfax lead this &antic woman 
To where her children bide. 

Queen. Thou wilt not make 
My children fatherless ? Oh, mercy ! mercy ! 
I have a girl, a weeping innocent girl, 
That never learnt to smile, and she shall be 
Thy handmaid ; she shall tend thy daughters. I, 
That was so proud, offer my fairest child 
To be thy bondwoman. 

Ceom. Raise her! Undo 
These clasping hands. I marvel. Lady Fairfax, 
Thou canst endure to see a creature kneel 
To one create. 

Lady F. Out on thee, hypocrite ! 
Where lags my husband ? 

Queen. Save him, save him, Cromwell ! 

Crom. Woman, arise ! Will this long agony 
Endure for ever P 
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Enter Ibeton on one side, followed by "Faikbax and 
Harbison on the other. 

Is he dead? 

Eaib. What means 
This piercing outcry P 

Queen. Fairfax ! He is saved I 
He is saved ! 

[Bell tolls toithout. 

Ire. The beU ! the Abbey beU ! Hark ! 

Cbom. There 
The will of Heaven spake. The King is dead. '< 

Eaib. Look to the Queen. Cromwell, this bloody work 
Is thine. 

Cbom. Tlis work is mine. For yon sad dame. 
She shall away to France. This deed is mine. 
And I will answer it. The Commonwealth 
Is firmly 'stablished, Ireton. Harrison, 
The Saints shall rule in Israel. My Lord General, 
The army is thine own, and I a soldier, 
A lowly follower in the cause. This deed 
Is mme. — 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

" These volumes contain much valuable matter. The letters which George, 
first Marquis of Buckingham, laid by as worthy of preservation, have some claim 
to see the light, for he held more than one office in the State, and consequently 
kept up a communication with a great number of historical personages. He 
himself was twice Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland, first, under Lord Rockingham, and 
secondly, under Pitt ; his most constant correspondents were his two brothers, 
William and Thomas Grenville, both of whom spent the chief part of their lives 
in official employments, and of whom the former is sufficiently known to fame 
as Lord Grenville. The staple of the book is made up of these family documents, 
but there are also to be found interspersed with the Grenville narrative, letters 
from every man of note, dating from the death of the elder Pitt to the end of 
the century. There are three periods upon which they shed a goou deal of light. 
The formation of the Coalition Ministry in 1783, the illness of the King in 1788, 
and the first war v?ith Republican France. Lord Grenville*s letters to his brother 
afifbrd a good deal of information on the machinations of the Princess party, and 
the conduct of the Prince and the Duke of York during tho King*s illness.'' — The 
Timet. 

** A very remarkable and valuable publication. The Duke of Buckingham has 
himself undertaken the task of forming a history from the papers of his grand- 
father and great-uncle, the Earl Temple (first Marquis of Buckingham), and Lord 
Grenville, of the days of the second Wm. Pitt. The letters which are given to 
the public in these volumes, extend over an interval commencing with 1782, and 
ending with 1800. In that interval events occurred which can never lose their 
interest as incidents in the history of England. The Coalition Ministry and it$ 
dismissal by the King — the resistance of the Sovereign and Pitt to the efforts of 
the discarded ministers to force themselves again into office — the great con- 
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stiltutional question of the Regency wkich arose upon the King's disastrous maladj 
— ^the contest upon that question between the heir apparent and the ministen 
of the Crown — the breaking out of the French Revolution, and the consequent 
entrance of England upon the great European war, — these, with the union 
with Ireland, are political movements every detail of which possesses the deepest 
interest. In these volumes, details, then guarded vrith the most anxious care 
from all eyes but those of the privileged few, are now for the irst time given to 
the public. The most secret history of many of the transactions is laid bare. 
It is not possible to conceive conten^iorary history more completely exemplified. 
From such materials it was not possible to form a work that would not possess 
the very highest interest. The Duke of Budungham has, however, moulded his 
materials with no ordinary ability and skill. The connecting narrative is written 
both with judgment and vigour — ^not unfrequently in a style that comes up to 
the highest order of historical composition— especially in some of the sketches of 
personal character. There is scarcely a single individual of celebrity throughout 
the peri6d from 1782 to 1800 who is not introduced into these pages ; amongst 
others, besides the King and the various members of the royal family, are Rod^- 
ingham, Shelbume, North, Thurlow, Loughborough, Fox, Pitt, Sheridan, Burke, 
Portland, Sydney, Fitzwilliam, Tierney, Buckingham, Grenville, Grey, Malmes- 
bury,'Wilberforce,Burdett, fltzgibbon, Grattan, Flood, ComwalUs, the Beresfordi!, 
the Ponsonbys, the Wellesleys, &c." — Morning Herald. 

" These memoirs are among the most valuable materials for history that have 
recently been brought to light out of the archives of any of our great families. 
The period embraced by the letters is from the beginning of 1782 to the close 
of 1 799, comprising the last days of the North Administration, the brief life of 
the Rockingham, and the troubled life of the Shelbume Minktry, the stormy 
career of the Coalition of '83, the not less stormy debates and intrigues whidi 
broke out on the first insanity of the King, the gradual modifications of Pitt's first 
Ministry, and the opening days of the struggle with France after her first great 
revolution. Of these the most valuable illustrations concern the motives of Fox 
in withdrawing from Shelburne and joining with North agunst him, the desperate 
intriguing and deliberate bad faith of the King exerted against the Coalition, and 
the profligacy and heartlessness of the Prince of Wales and his brother all through 
the Regency debates. On some incidental subjects, also, as the affurs of Ireland, 
the Warren Hastings trial, the Fitzgerald outbreak, the Union, the sad vicissitudes 
and miseries of the last days of the old French monarchy, &c., the volumes supply 
illustrative facts and comments of much interest'' — Ejfommer, 

" This valuable contribution to the treasures of histcMic lore, now for the 
first time produced from the archives of the Buckingham feimily displays the 
action of the different parties in the State, throws great Ught on the person^ 
character of the King, as well as on the share which he took in the direction of 
public affairs, and incidentally reveals many facts hitherto but imperfectly known 
or altogether unknown. In order to render the contents of the letters more 
intelligible, the noble Editor has, with great tact and judgment, set them ciat i» 
a kind of historical framework, in which the leading circumstances under wluch 
they were written are briefly indieated — ^the result being a happy combination of 
the completeness of historical narrative with the freshness of originalthought 
and of contemporaneous record."— /oA« Bull 

" These volumes are a treasure for the politician, and a mine of wealth for HbB 
historian." — Britannia. 
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Disraeli in that brilliant and pointed style of which he is so consummate a masfSt 
is deeply interesting. He has traced this memorable struggle with a vivacity and 
power unequalled as yet in any narrative of Parliamentary proceedings." 

From The Dfblin University Magazine. — "A political biography of 
Lord George Bentinck by Mr. Disraeli must needs be a work of interest and 
importance. Either the subject or the writer would be sufficient to invest it 
with both — the combination surrounds it with peculiar attractions. In this 
most interesting volume Mr. Disraeli has produced a memoir of his friend in 
which he has combined the warmest enthusiasm of affectionate attachment v?ith 
the calmness of the critic." 

From The Morning Herald. — " Mr. Disraeli's tribute to the memory of 
his departed friend is as graceful and as touching as it is accurate and impartial. 
No one of Lord George Bentinck's colleagues could have been selected, who, 
from his high literary attainments, his personal intimacy, and party associations, 
would have done such complete justice to the memory of a friend and Parlia- 
mentary associate. Mr. Disraeli has here presented us vnth the very type and 
embodiment of what history should be. His sketch of the condition of parties 
is seasoned with some of those piquant personal episodes of party manoeuvres 
and private intrigues, in the author's happiest and most captivating vein, which 
convert the dry details of politics into a sparkling and agreeable narrative." 
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THE COURT AND CABINETS OP GEORGE III. 

OPINIONS OF THB PRESS CONTINUED. 

stiitutional question of the Regency wliich arose upon the King's disastrous maladj 
— the contest upon that question between the heir apparent and the ministers 
of the Crown — the breaking out of the French Revolution, and the consequent 
entrance of England upon the great European war, — these, with the union 
with Ireland, are political movements every detail of which possesses the deepest i 
interest. In these volumes, details, then guarded with the most anxious care if 
from all eyes but diose of the privileged few, are now for the first time given to V 
the public. The most secret history of many of the transactions is laid bare, m 
It is not possible to conceive contemporary history more completely exemplified, tl 
From such materials it was not possible to form a work that would not possess! ( " 
the very highest interest. The Duke of Buddngham has, however, moulded i^^ > \ 

** A fascinating book. The history of such a woman as the beautiful, impuldve, 
earnest, and affectionate Marie de Medicis could only be done justice to by a 
female pen, impelled by all the sympathies of womanhood, but strengthened by 
an erudition by which it is not in every case accompanied. In Miss Pardoe the 
unfortunate Queen has found both these requisites, and the result has been a 
biography combining the attractiveness of romance with the reliableness of his- 
tory, and which, taking a place midway between the 'frescoed galleries' of 
Thierry, and the 'philosophic watch-tower of Guizot,' has all the pictorial brilliancy 
of the one, with much of the reflective speculation of the other." — Daily News. 

''A valuable, well-written, and elaborate biography, displaying an unusual 
amount of industry and research." — Morning Chronicle. 

"A careful and elaborate historical composition, rich in personal anecdote. 
Nowhere can a more intimate acquaintance be obtained with the principal events 
and leading personages of the first half of the 17th century." — Morning Post. 

"A work of high literary and historical merit. Rarely have the strange 
vicissitudes of romance been more intimately blended with the facts of r^ 
history than in the life of Marie de Medicis ; nor has the difficult problem of 
combining with the fidelity of biography the graphic power of dramatic delineation 
been often more successfully solved than by the talented author of the volumes 
before us. As a personal narrative, Miss Pardee's admirable biography possesses 
the most absorbing and constantly sustained interest ; asji historical record of the 
events of which it treats, its merit is of no ordinary description." — John BulL 

" A life more dramatic than that of Marie de Medicis has seldom been written ; 
one more imperially tragic, never. The period of French history chosen by Miss 
Pardoe is rich in all manner of associations, and brings together the loftiest 
names and most interesting events of a stirring and dazzling epoch. She has 
been, moreover, exceedingly fortunate in her materials. A manuscript of the Com- 
mandeur de Rambure, Gentleman of the Bedchamber under the Kings Henry IV., 
Louis XIII., and Louis XIV., consisting of the memoirs of the writer, with all 
the most memorable events which took place during the reigns of those three 
Majesties, from the year 1594 to that of 1660, was placed at her disposal l^ 
M. de la Plane, Member of the Institut Royal de la France. This valuable 
record is very voluminous, and throws a flood of light on every transaction. Of 
this important document ample use has been judiciously made by Miss Pardoe ; 
and her narrative, accordingly, has a fulness and particularity possessed by none 
other, and which adds to the dramatic interest of the subject. The work is very 
elegantly written, and vrill be read with delight. It forms another monument to 
the worthiness of female intellect in the age we live in." — Illustrated JNTaot . 
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MILITARY LIEE IN ALGERIA. 

BT THE COTJNT P. DE CASTELIiAJOrB. 2 Tola. 21s. 

" We commend this hook as really wort^h perusal. 

The Baron ess d'Oherkireh, being the intimate friend of the Erapresa of Russia, 
wife of Paul I., and the confidential eorapanion of the Dueheas of Bomhon, 
her facilities for obtaining information respecting the most private affairs of the 
principal Courts of Europe, render her Jlemoirs unrivalled as a book of interest- 
ing ane<: dotes of the royal, noble, and other celebrated individnsls who flourished 
on the cotitlnent during the latter [jiirt of Ibe last century. Among the royal per- 
eonag^as mtroduced to the reader in this isoiku are Loui& XVI*, Marie Antoinette^ 
Philip Egalite, and all the Princes of Fi-ance tb^n living — Peter the Great, the 
Empres* Catherine, the Erapcrar Paul, and his sons CoDstantine and Alesarideri 
of Russia — Frederick the Great and Prince Oenry of Frusiaia— The Emperor 
Joseph II. of Austria— Gusta?ii8 IlL of Sweden— Princess Christina of Saxony — 
Sobie&ki, and Czartori&ki of Poland — and the Princes of Bninswlek and Wurt em- 
ber^. Among the remarkable persons are the Princes and Princesfiea de Laniballcj 
de Ligne and Galitzin^the Dukea and Duchesne i de Choisenl, de Maiarin, de 
Bonfflers, de la Yalliere, de Quiche, de PenthiSsTe^ and de Folignac^-Carditial de 
Rohan^ Marshals Biron and d^Harcourt, Count de Stareraberg, Baroness de 
Krudener, Madame Geoffrin, Talleyrand, Mirabeau, and Necker^-VfitU Count 
CaghostTo, Mesmer, Yesitris, and Madame MarEj and the i^fork also incladea 
8uch literary cclebritiea as Voltaire, Coudorcet, de la Harpe, de Benumarchais* 
Rousfifian, Lavater, Bernouilh, Haynal, de I'Epec, Huher, Gbthe, Wietand, Male- 
sherbes, Mamiontel, de Stael and de GenUa j with aome singular disclosnTea 
neapecting those celebrated EuglishwomeDj Elizabeth Chudleigli, Ducbesa of 
Kingston, aod Lady Craven, Margravine of Anspach- 

"Tbe Baronsstt d^OberkSreh, whose remarknljk Memoir* ftr« here given to Oie vff*^' *^^ 
much of cflEjrta and cQurtJen, and her Memaira are fii^*?'! wUh a. varieit of ^'^^ ^ 1^*' nYuif 
ploni! of lords a fid ladisn, but of emperors and empr***^*- V^t\^ and cnieefi»» ^^'-^ atl unok 
prince* ma ptlacisnm. As a picture at socieiv auts'^i**^ to tku French i^'^2^^Ji™%\T~n.w 
ia the iatcss and iKiost pert^t productlori of \tL kipd tittant i »»^ a* ?i«Lt» besm«a ilikVao 
tBlue as fi boQk uf iinfiua#iiieut, it piisstasea n ^ *„i. v*\iJt i** «^^^°^^ ^^ ^*^^P^ „ rr/»iwi.der 
tha f.itcreat of hlflloficaJ tritih, in, w\thii^t * "^^3°\,.\on, ft\TOiJ*tVticft\cu^hh\e, ^Obs^^ 
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woman to write Hremoirs that would 
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uid iiit«r«£t)tig ctiiiniet«riiEk' ^bhjga, ^ 

"Au {QLenitly Interesting imtohiDi 
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THE COURT AND CABINETS OF GEORGE III. 

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS— CONTINUED. 

stiitutional question of the Regency wliich arose upon the King's ^sastrous maladj 
— ^the contest upon that question between the heir apparent and the ministers 
of the Crown — the breaking out of the French Revolution, and the consequent 
entrance of England upon the great European war, — these, with the union 
with Ireland, are politicsd movements every detail of which possesses the deepest 
interest. In these volumes, details, then guarded with the most anxious care 
from all eyes but tiiose of the privileged few, are now for the irst time given to 
the public. The most secret history of many of the transactions is laid bare. 
It is not possible to conceive contemporary history more completely exemplified. 
Prom such materials it was not possible to form a work that would not possess 

" This is a book which ought to be read by every one. The professional man 
will find in it the career of one of the most illustrious professors of medidne of 
our own or of any other age— the student of intellectual science the progress of a 
truly prcrfound philosopher — and all, the lesson afibrded by a good man's life. 
Abemethy's memory is worthy of a good biographer, and happily it has found 
one. Mr. Maoilwain writes well; and evidently, in giving the hist(»y of his 
deceased friend, he executes a labour of love. The arrangement of his matter ig 
excellent : so happily interwoven with narrative, anecdotes, often comical enough, 
and deep reflection, as to carry a reader forward irresistibly.'' — Standard. 



THE LITERATURE AND ROMANCE 

OF NORTHERN EUROPE: 

CONSTITUTING A COMPLETE HISTORT OF THE UTE&ATUIUE OF 6WSDEN, 
DI WMABK, NORWAY, AND ICELAND, WITH COPIOUS SPECIMENS OF TM« 
MOST CELEBRATED HISTORIES, ROMANCES, POPULAR LEGENDS AND TAXES, 
OLD CHIVALROUS BALLADS, TRAGIC AND COMIC DRAMAS, NATIONAL SONGS, 
NOVELS, AND SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF THE PRESENT DAY. 

BY WILTiTAM ANB MAB7 HO WIT T. 2 vols. 218. 

"English readers have long been indebted to Mr. and Mra. Howitt. They 
have now increased our obligations by presenting us vrith this most charming and 
valuable woric, by means of which the great majority of the reading public win 
be, for the first time, made acquainted with the rich stores of intellectual wealth 
long garnered in the literature and beautiful romance of Northern Europe. 
From the famous Edda, whose origin is lost in antiquity, dovm to the novels of 
Miss Bremer and Baroness Knorring, the prose and poetic writings of Denmark, 
Norway, Sweden, and Iceland are here introduced to us in a manner at once 
singularly comprehensive and concise. It is no dry enumeration of names, but 
the very marrow and spirit of the various vrorks displayed before us. We have 
old ballads and fairy tales, always fascinating ; we have scenes from plays, and 
selections from the poets, with most attractive biographies of great nien. The 
songs and ballads are translated with exquisite poetic beauty.*' — Sun, 

** A book full of infoi-mation — and as such, a welcome addition to our literature. 
The translations— especially of some of the ballads and other poems — are exe- 
cuted with spirit and taste."— ^^A«»«tt»i. 
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MEMOmS AJSTD CORRESPONDENCE OF 

MAJOR GENERAL SIR W. NOTT, G.C.B., 

ENVOY AT THE COURT OF LUCKNOW. 

EDITED BIT J. H. STOOQUEIiEB. E3Qr., 

At the request of the Daughters of the late General, from Private Papers and 
Official Documents in their possesion. 2 vols. 8yo., with Portrait. 



MILITARY LIFE IN ALGERIA. 

BIT THE COXnrT p. DE OASTEUliAKE. 2 viols. 21s. 

" We commend this book as really worth perusal. The Tolumes make us 
familiarly acquainted with the nature of Algerian experience. Changamier, 
Cavaignac, Canrobert, Lamorici^re, and St. Amaud are brou«r* t prominently 
before the reader." — Examiner. 

" These volumes will be read with extraordinary interest. The vivid manner 
in which the author narrates his adventures, and the number of personal anecdotes 
that he teDs, engage the reader*s attention in an extraordinary manner." — 
Sunday Times, 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 

AN ENGLISH SOLDIER 

IN THE UNITED STATES' ARMY. 2 vols. 21s. 

*' The novelty characterising these interesting volumes is likely to secure them 
many readers. In the first place, an account of the internal organization, the 
manners and customs of the United States' Federal Army, is in itself, a novelty, 
and a still greater novelty is to have this account rendered by a man who had 
served in the English before joining the American army, and who can give his 
report after having every opportunity of comparison. The author went through 
the Mexican campaign with General Scott, and his volumes contain mudi descrip- 
tive matter concerning battles, sieges, and marches on Mexican territory, besides 
their sketches of the normal chronic condition of a United States' soldier in time of 
peace." — Daily News, 

IT I S T O Bi Y OF THE 

BRITISH CONQUESTS IN INDIA. 

BY HOSACE ST. JOHN. 2 vols. 2l8. 
** A work of great and permanent historical value and interest.'' — Poit. 
** The style is graphic and spirited. The facts are well related and artistically 
grouped. The narrative is always readable and intere^ing.'' — Athenaunu 

HISTORY OF CORFU; 

AND OF THE REPUBLIC OF THE IONIAN ISLANDS. 

BY IiTEirT. H. J. "W. JEBVI8« Boyal Artallery. 1 voL 10s. 6d. 
** Written with great care and research, and including probably all the 
particulars of any moment in the history erf Corffi." — Jt/ienmum, 
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8 HURST AND BLACKETT's NEW PUBLICATIONS. 

CLASSIC AND HISTORIC PORTRAITS. 

B7 JAMES BBUCE. 2 vols. 21s. 

This work comprises Biographies of the following Classic and Historic Per- 
sonages : — Sappho, ufisop, Pythagoras, Aspasia, Milto, Agesihins, SocrateSi Plato, 
Alcibiades, Helen of Troy, Alexander the Great, Demetrius Poliorcetes, Scipio 
Africanus, Sylla, Cleopatra, Julius Csesar, Augustus, Tiberius, Germanicus, 
Caligula, LoUia Paulina, Caesonia, Boadicea, Agrippina, Poppsea, Otho, Corn- 
modus, Caracalla, Heliogabalus, Zenobia, Julian the Apostate, Eudocia, Theodora, 
Charlemagne, Abelard and Heloise, Elizabeth of Hungary, Dante, Robert Brace, 
Ignez de Castro, Agnes Sorel, Jane Shore, Lucrezia Borgia, Anne Bullen, Diana 
of Poitiers, Catherine de Medicis, Queen Elizabeth, Mary Queen of Scots, 
Cervantes, Sir Kenelm Digby, John Sobieski, Anne of Austria, Ninon de 
PEnclos, Mile, de Montpensier, the Duchess of Orleans, Madame de Maintenon, 
Catharine of Russia, and Madame de Stael. 

" A Book which has many merits, most of all, that of a fresh and unhacknied 
subject. The volumes are the result of a good deal of reading, and have besides 
an original spirit and flavour about them, which have pleased us much. Mr. 
Bruce is often eloquent, often humorous, and has a proper appreciation of the 
wit and sarcasm belonging in abundance to his theme. The variety and amount 
of information scattered through his volumes entitle them to be generally read, 
and to be received on all hands with merited favour." — Examiner, 

** We find in these piquant volumes the liberal outpourings of a ripe scholarship, 
the results of wide and various reading, given in a style and manner at once plea- 
sant, gossippy and picturesque." — Athcncsum. 

*^ A series of biographical sketches, remarkable for their truth and fidelity. The 
work is one which will please the classical scholar and the student of history, 
while it also contains entertaining and instructive matter for the general reader." 
^^Literary Gazette, 

KULE AND MISRULE OF 

THE ENGLISH IN AMERICA. 

BY THE AUTHOB OF " SAM SLICK," 2 toIs. 21s. 

" We conceive this work to be by far the most valuable and important Judge 
Haliburton has ever written. While teeming with interest, moral and historical, 
to the general reader, it equally constitutes a philosophical study for the politician 
and statesman. It will be found to let in a flood of light upon the actual origin, 
formation, and progress of the republic of the United States." — N, and M. Gaz, 



THE SONG OF ROLAND, 

AS CHANTED BEFORE THE BATTLE OE HASTINGS, 

BY THE MINSTREL TAILLEFER. 

TRAWSLATBD BY THE AUTHOB OF "BMILLA. Wnn>HAM." 

Small 4to., handsomely bound, gilt edges, 58. 

"*The Song of Roland' is well worth general perusal. It is spirited and 
descriptive, and pves an important, and, no doubt, faithful picture of the chivalric 
manners and feelings of the age." — Herald. 
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THE JOURNALS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF 

GENERAL SIR HARRY CALVERT, 

BART., G.C.B. and G.C.H., 

ADJUTANT-GENERAL OF THE FORCES UNDER H.R.H. THE DUKE OF YORK. 

COMPRISING THE CAMPAIGNS IN FLANDERS AND HOLLAND IN 1793-94; 

WITH AN APPENDIX CONTAINING HIS 

PLANS FOR THE DEFENCE OF THE COUNTRY IN CASE OF INTASION. 

EDITED BY HIS SON", SIB HABBY VEBWEY, BABT. 

1 vol. royal 8vo.j with large maps, 143. bound. 

" Both the journals and letters of Capt. Calvert are full of interest. The 
letters, in particular, are entitled to much praise. Not too long, easy, graceful, 
not without wit, and everywhere marked by good sense and good taste — the 
series addressed by Capt. Calvert to his sister are literary compositions of no 
common order. With the best means of observing the progress of the war, and 
with his faculties of judgment exercised and strengthened by experience — a quick 
eye, a placid temper, and a natural aptitude for language rendered Capt. Calvert 
in many respects a model of a military critic. Sir Harry Vemey has performed 
his duties of editor very well. The book is creditable to all parties concerned in 
its production." — Athen(Bum. 



COLONEL LANDMANN'S ADVENTURES 

AND RECOLLECTIONS. 2 vols. 2ls. 

"Among the anecdotes in this work will be found notices of King George III., 
the Dukes of Kent, Cumberland, Cambridge, Clarence, and Richmond, the Princess 
Augusta, General Garth, Su: Harry Mildmay, Lord Charles Somerset, Lord Edward 
Fitzgerald, Lord Heathfield, Captain Grose, &c. The volumes abound in inte- 
resting matter. The anecdotes are one and all amusing." — Observer, 

" These * Adventures and Recollections* are those of a gentleman whose birth 
and profession gave him faciUties of access to distinguished society. Colonel 
Landmann writes so agreeably that we have little doubt that his volumes will be 
acceptable." — Athenaum, 

ADVENTURES OF 

THE CONNAUGHT RANGERS. 

SECOND SERIES. 
BY WILLIAM GBATTAN, ESQ., 

LATE LIEUTENANT CONNAUGHT RANGERS. 2 VOlS. 21s. 

" In this second series of the adventures of this famous regiment, the author 
extends his narrative from the first formation of the gallant 88 Ih up to the 
occupation of Paris. All the battle^, sieges, and skirmishes, in which the regi- 
ment took part, are described. The volumes are interwoven with original anec- 
dotes that give a freshness and spirit to the whole. The stories, and the sketches 
of society and manners, with the anecdotes of the celebrities of the time, are told 
in an agreeable and unaffected manner. The work bears all the characteristics 
of a soldier's straightforward and entertaining narrative." — Sunday l^mes. 
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THE MAEYELS OF SCIENCE, 

AND THEIR TESTIMONY TO HOLY WRIT ; 

A POFULAK MANUAL OF THE SCIENCES. 

BT S. "W. FUIiIiOM, BSa'. 

DEDICATED BY PERMISSION TO THE KING OF HANOVER. 

Seventh Edition, with Numerous Ill¥strations. Post 8yo. 7s. 6d. 



** This work treats of the whole origin of nature in an intelligent style; it puts 
into the hands of every man the means of information on facts the -most sul^ime, 
and converts into interesting and eloquent description problems which once 
perplexed the whole genius of mankind. We congratulate the author on his 
research, his information, and his graceful and happy language." — Britcmnia. 

" The skill displayed m the treatment of the sciences is not the least marvel in 
the volume. The reasonings of the author are forcible, fluently expressed, and 
calculated to m^e a deep impression. Genuine service has been done to Uie 
cause of Revelation by the issue of such a book, which is more than a mere 
literary triumph. It is a good action." — Globe, 

** Its tone is grave, grand, and argumentative, and rises to the majesty of poetry. 
As a commentary upon the stupendous facts which exist in the universe, it is 
truly a work which merits our admiration, and we unhesitatingly refer our readers 
to its fascinating pages." — Dispatch, 

"Without parading the elaborate nature of his personal investigations, the 
author has laid hold of the discoveries in every department of natural science in 
a manner to be apprehended by the meanest understanding, but which vdU at the 
same time command the attention of the scholar." — Messenger, 

" A grand tour of the sciences. Mr. Fullom starts from the Sun, runs round 
by the Planets, noticing Comets as he goes, and puts up for a rest at the Central 
Sun. He gets into the Milky Way, which brings him to the Fixed Stars and 
Nebulae. He munches the crust of the Earth, and looks over Fossil Animals and 
Plants. This is followed by a disquisition on the science of the Scriptures. He 
then comes back to the origin of the Earth, visits the Magnetic Poles, gets 
among Thunder and Lightning, makes the acquaintance of Magnetism and Elec- 
tricity, dips into Rivers, draws science from Springs, goes into Volcanoes, through 
which he is dravm into a knot of Earthquakes, comes to the surface with Gaseous 
Emanations, and sliding down a Landslip, renews his journey on a ray of Light, 
goes through a Prism, sees a Mirage, meets with the Flying^Dutchman, observes 
an Optical lOusion, steps over the Rainbow, enjoys a dance with the Northern 
Aurora, takes a little Polarized Light, boils some Water, sets a Steam-Engine in 
motion, witnesses the expansion of Metals, looks at the Thermometer, and 
refreshes himself with Ice. Soon he is at Sea, examining the Tides, tumbling 
on the Waves, swimming, diving, and ascertaining tiie pressure of Fluids. We 
TWAot Vn*; KiATt in tbft Air, ruuning tbrougu all its properties. Having remarked 
on the propagation of Sounds, he pauses for a bit of Music, and goes off into the 
Vegetable Kingdom, then travels through the Animal Kingdom, and having 
visited the various races of the human family^ winds up with a demonstration H 
the Anatomy of Man." — Exammer. 
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VOYAfiE$ AND TRAVELS. 



11 



NARRATIVE OF A 

JOURNEY ROUND THE WORLD 

COMPRISING 

A WINTER PASSAGE ACROSS THE ANDES TO CHILI, 

WITH A VISIT TO THE GOLD REGIONS OP CALIFORNIA AND AUSTRALIA, 
-THE SOUTH SEA ISLANDS, JAVA, &C. 

BY F. GEBSTABOKEB. 
S vols, post 8vo. 316. 6d. 



" Starting from Bremen for California, the author of this Narrative proceeded 
to Rio, and thence to Buenos Ayres, where he exchanged the wild seas for the 
yet wilder Pampas, and made his way on horseback to Valparaiso across the 
Cordilleras — a winter passage full of difficulty and danger. From Valparaiso 
he sailed to California, and visited San Francisco, Sacramento, and the mining 
districts generally. Thence he steered his course to the South Sea Islands, 
resting at Honolulu, Tahiti, and other gems of the sea in that quarter, and from 
thence to Sydney, marching through the Murray Valley, and inspecting the 
Adelaide district. From Australia he dashed onward to Java, riding through the 
interior, and taking a general survey of Batavia, with a glance at Japan and the 
Japanese. An active, intelligent, observant man, the notes he made of his adven- 
tures are full of variety and interest. His descriptions of places and persons are 
lively, and his remarks on natural productions and the phenomena of earth, sea, 
and sky are always sensible, and made with a view to practical results. Those 
portions of the Narrative which refer to California and Australia are replete with 
vivid sketches ; and indeed the whole work abounds with living and picturesque 
descriptions of men, manners, and localities.'^ — Globe, 

" The author of this comprehensive narrative embarked at Bremen for Cali- 
fornia, and then took ship to the South Sea Islands, of which and of their inhabit- 
ants we have some pleasant sketches. From the South Sea Islands he sailed to 
Australia, where he effected a very daring and adventurous journey by himself 
through the Murray Valley to Adelaide. He then proceeded to Java, the interior 
of which he explored to a considerable distance. Before he departed for Europe, 
he remained some time at Batavia, and was so fortunate as to witness the arrival 
of the Japanese vessel bringing her annual cargo of goods from Japan. Inde- 
pendently of great variety — for these pages are never monotonous or dull^a 
pleasant freshness pervades Mr. Gerstaecker's chequered narrative. It offers much 
to interest, and conveys much valuable information, set forth in a very lucid and 
graphic manner." — Atherueum, 

** These travels consisted "principally in a * winter passage across the Andes to 
Chili, with a visit to the gold regions of California and Australia, the South Sea 
Islands, Java, &c.' In the present state of things and position of affairs, no more 
desirable book can be imagined. It carries us at once to the centre of attractions 
— it conveys us to the land of promise to expectant thousands. We behold, face 
to face, the mighty regions where so many of our countrymen have gone, that 
it seems almost a second home. We are informed, in minute details of the life 
that is led there. There is no false glitter thrown over the accounts ; the author 
evidently strives to raise no false hopes, and excite no unreasonable expectations. 
The accounts given of California are particularly explicit. The description of 
Sydney during the excitement prevailing on the discovery of new mines is very 
interesting. *' — Sun* 
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AUSTRALIA AS IT IS: 

ITS SETTLEMENTS, FARMS, AND GOLD FIELDS. 
BY F. IiANCEIiOTT, ESQ., 

MINERALOOICAL SURVETOR IN THB AUSTRALIAN COLONIES. 

Second Edition, revised. 2 yols. post 8vo. 21s. 

** This is an unadorned account of the actual condition in vrhich these colonies 
are found by a professional surveyor and mineralogist, v^ho goes over the ground 
v^ith a careful glance and a remarkable aptitude for seizing on the practical por- 
tions of the subject. On the climate, the vegetation, and the agricultural 
resources of the country, he is copious in the extreme, and to the intending 
emigrant an invaluable instructor. As may be expected from a s'cientific hand, 
the subject of gold digging undergoes a thorough manipulation. Mr. Lancelott 
dwells with minuteness on the several indications, stratifications, varieties of soil, 
and methods of working, experience has pointed out, and offers a perfect manual 
of the new craft to the adventurous settler. Nor has he neglected to provide 
him with information as to the sea voyage and all its accessories, the commodities 
most in request at the antipodes, and a general view of social wants, family 
management, &c., such as a shrewd and observant counsellor, aided by old 
resident authorities, can afford. As a guide to the auriferous regions, as well as 
the pastoral solitudes of Australia, the work is unsurpassed.'' — Globe. 

** This is the best book on the new El Dorado ; the best, not only in respect to 
matter, style, and arrangement, in all of which merits it excels, but eminently 
the best because the latest) and the work of a man professionally conversant with 
those circumstances which are charming hundreds of thousandis annually to the 
great Southern Continent. The last twenty years have been prolific of works 
upon Australia, but they are all now obsolete. Every one who takes an interest 
in Australia would do well to possess himself of Mr. Lancelott's work, which 
tel\s everything of the social state, of the physiology, and the precious mineralogy 
of the gold country." — Standard. 

" We advise all about to emigrate to take this book as a counsellor and com- 
panion." — Lloyd^s Weekly Paper, 



A LADY'S VISIT TO THE GOLD DIGGINGS 

OF AUSTRALIA IN 1852-3. 

BY MBS. OHABLES OLAOY. 1 voL 10«. Od. 

** The most pithy and entertaining of all the books that have been written on 
the gold diggings."— ZriVcmry Gazette. 

" Mrs. Clacy's book vrill be read with considerable interest, and not without 
profit. Her statements and advice will be most useful among her own sex." — 
yithen(Bum. 

" Mrs. Clacy tells her story well. Her book is the most graphic account of the 
diggings and the gold country in general that is to be had." — Daily News. 

" One of the best guides to Australian emigrants yet issued." — Messenger. 

" We recommend this work as the emigrant's vade mecum** — Home Companion. 
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A S KE TC HER^S TOUR 

ROUND THE WORLD. 

BY BOBBBT BIiWES, BSQ. 

Second Edition, 1 vol. royal 8to., with 21 Coloured Illustrations from Original 
Designs by the Author. 2 Is. elegantly bound, gilt edges. 

" Combining in itself the best qualities of a library volume, with that of a gift- 
book, is Mr. Elwes' * Sketcher's Tour.' It is an unaffected, well-written record 
of a tour of some 36,000 miles, and is accompanied by a number of very beautiful 
tinted lithographs, executed by the author. These, as well as the literary 
sketches in the volume, deal most largely with Southern and Spanish America, — 
whence the reader is afterwards taken by Lima to the Sandwich Islands, is carried 
to and fro among the strange and exciting scenes of the Pacific, — thence sails to 
the Australian coast, — passes to China, — afterwards to Singapore and Bombay, — 
and so home by Egypt and Italy. The book is pleasantly written throughout, 
and with the picturesque variety that cannot but belong to the description of a 
succession of such scenes, is also full of interesting and instructive remarks." — 
Examiner. 

" This is a delightful book. Mr. Elwes, in his Tour through America, Aus- 
tralia, India, China, Turkey, Egypt, and Europe, has chosen the grandest and the 
most beautiful scenery for the exercise of his pencil. To the illustrations he has 
added descriptions so vivid that his pen makes the work of the pencil almost 
unnecessary. It is hard to say to what class of works the book must be assigned. 
The beauty of the engravings, and the handsome getting-up, make it an extremely 
elegant book for the table of the drawing-room. The abundance of lively 
remarks and anecdotes, and the extent and variety of information, make it an 
equally admirable book of learning and amusement." — Standard, 

" The garment in which this book comes forth seems to point out the drawing- 
room table as its place of destination. The nature of its contents — cheerful, 
lively letter-press — will assure it a ready welcome there. Yet it is*not, therefore, 
ineligible for* the Ubrary shelf — even for that shelf which is devoted to ' Voyages 
Round the World.' Pleasanter reading, we repeat, need not be offered than our 
sketcher brings." — Jthenaum, 

" In every respect a most charming volume, abounding with exquisite coloured 
engravings— an elegant gift-book for the season." — Messenger. 



A TOUR OF INQUIRY 

THROUGH FBANCE AND ITALY, 

ILLUSTKITIMG THBIX PKSSKNT 

SOCIAL, POLITICAL, AND RELIGIOUS CONDITION. 

BY EDMUND SPBNOBB, ESQ., 

Author of " Travels in European Turkey," " Circassia," &e. 2 vols. 21s. 

" Mr. Spencer hat travelled through France and Italy, vrith the eyes and feelings 
of a Protestant philosopher. His volumes contain much valuable, matter, many 
judicious remarks, and a great deal of useful information." — Morning Chro- 
nicle. 
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TRAVELS m EUROPEAN TURKEY : 

THROUGH BOSNIA^ SE&VIA, BULGARIA, MACEOaNIA, ROnHELIA, ALBANIA, AND 

EPIRUS ; WITH A VISIT TO GREECE AND THE IONIAN ISLES, AND A HOME- 

WARD TOUm THROUGH HUNGARY AND THE 8CLAT0NIAN PROYINCBS 

OF AUSTRIA ON THE LOWER DANUBE. 

BY JSDMTTirD SFENCEB^ ESQ., 

Autbor of " Travels in Circassia/' &c, 

SecoBd and Qieaper Edition, in 2 vols. 8to. mth lUostratioiis, and a valuable 

Map g£ European Turkey, from the most recent Charts in the possession of 

the Austrian and Tuddsh Ciovemments, reused by the Author, IBs. 

" These important volumes appear at an opportune moment, as they describe 
some of those countries to which public attention is now more particulaiiy 
directed: Turkey, Greece, Hungary, and Austiia. The author has ^ven us a 
most interesting picture of the Turkish Empire, its weaknesses, and the em- 
barrassments from which it is now suffering, its financial difficulties, the discon- 
tent of its Christian, and the turbulence of a great portion of its Mohammedan 
subjects. We are also introduced for the first time to the warlike mountaineers 
of Bosnia, Albania, Upper Moesia, and the almost inaccessible districts of the 
Pindus and the Balkan. The different nationalities of that Babel-like country, 
Turkey in Europe, inhabited by Sclavonians, Greeks, Albanians, Macedonians, 
the Romani and Osmanli — ^their various characteristics, religions, superstitions, 
together with their singular customs and manners, their ancient and contem- 
porary history are vividly described. The Ionian Islands, Greece, Hungary, and 
the Sclavonian Provinces of Austria on the Lower Danube, are all delineated in 
the author's happiest manner. We cordially recommend Mr. Spencer's valuable 
and interesting volumes to the attention of the reader." — U, S. Magazine. 

" This interesting work contains by far ^e most complete, the most en- 
lightened, and the most reliable amount of what has been hitherto almost the 
terra incognita of European Turkey, and supplies the reader with abundance of 
entertainment as well as instruction." — John BuU. 



ARCTIC MISCELLANIES, 

A SOUVENIR OF THE LATE POLAR, SEARCH. 
BT THE OFFICERS AND SEAMEN OF THE EXPEDITION. 

DEDICATED BY PERMISSION TO THE LORDS OF THE ADMIRALTY. 

Second Edition. I vol. with numerous Illustrations, lOs. 6d. 

From the " Times." — This volume is not the least interesting or instructive 
among the records of the late expedition in search of Sir John Franklin, com- 
manded by Captain Austin. The most valuable portions of the book are those 
which relate to the scientific and practical observations made in the course of the 
expedition, and the descriptions of scenery and incidents of arctic traveL From 
the variety of the materials, and the novelty of the scenes and incidents to which 
they refer, no less than the interest which attaches to all that relates to the 
probable safety of Sir John Franklin and his companions, the Arctic Miscellanies 
forms a very readable book, and one that redounds to the honour of the na&oaal 
character. 
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THE ANSYREEH AND ISMAELEEH: 

A VISIT TO THE SECRET SECTS OF NORTHERN SYRIA, 

WITH A VIEW TO THE ESTABLISHMENT OF SCHOOLS. 

BT THIS BISV. S. IiYDS, M.A., 

Late Chaplain at Betbout. 1 yoL lOs. 6d. 

'< Mr. Lyde's pages furnish a very good illustration of the present state of some 
of the least known parts of Syria. Mr. Lyde visited the most important districts 
of the Ansyreeh, lived with them, and conversed vrith their sheiks or chief men. 
The practical aim of the author, gives his volumes an interest which works of 
greater pretension want." — Athencsum, 

** By far the hest account of the country and the people that has been presented 
by any traveller." — Critic, 



TRAVELS IN INDIA AND KASHMIR. 

BT BABON SCHOIOEBG. 2 vols. 21s. 

" This account of a Journey through India! and Kashmir will be read with 
considerable interest. Whatever came in his way worthy of record the author 
committed to vmting, and the result is an entertaining and instructive miscellany 
of information on the country, its climate, its natural productions, its history and 
antiquities, and the character, the religion, and the social condition of its inhabi- 
tants. The remarks on these various topics possess additional interest as the 
author views India and our rule over that country with the eye of *an impartial 
observer." — John Bull, 



KHARTOUM AND THE NILES. 

B7 aEOBGB MEIiIiT, ESQ. 

Second Edition. 2 v. post 8vo., ynth Map and Illustrations, 2l8. 

** Mr. Melly is of the same school of travel as the author of * Eothen.^ His 
book altogether is very agreeable, comprising, besides the description of Khartoum, 
many intelligent illustrations of the relations now subsisting between the Govern- 
ments of the Sultan and the Pacha, and exceedingly graphic sketches of Cairo, 
the Pyramids, the Plain of Thebes, the Cataracts, &c." — Examiner, 



ATLANTIC & TRANSATLANTIC SKETCHES. 

BY CAPTAIN MACKINKON, B.N. 2 vols. 21s. 

*^ Captain Mackinnon's sketches of America are of a striking character and 
permanent value. His volumes convey a just impression of the United States, a 
fair and candid view of their society and institutions, so well written and so 
entertaining that the effect of their perusal on the public here must be con- 
siderable. They are light, animated, and lively, full of racy sketches, pictures of 
Ufe, anecdotes of society, visits to remarkable men and famous places, sporting 
episodes, &c., very original and interesting.'^ — Sunday Times, 
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REVELATIONS OF SIBERIA. 

BY A BANISHED LADY. 
Third and Crbaper Edition. 2 vols. 16s. 

** A thoroughly good book. It cannot be read by too many people." — Dickens's 
Household Words. 

" The authoress of these volumes was a lady of quality, who, having incurred 
the displeasure of the Russian Government for a political offence, was exiled to 
Siberia. The place of her exile was Berezov, the most northern part of this 
northern penal settlement ; and in it she spent about two years, not unprofitably, 
as the reader will find by her interesting work, containing a lively and graphic 
picture of the country, the people, their manners and customs, &c. The book 
gives a most important and valuable insight into the economy of what has been 
hitherto the terra incognita of Russian despotism." — Daily News. 

" Since the publication of the famous romance the * Exiles of Siberia,' of 
Madame Cottin, we have had no account of these desolate lands more attractive 
than the present work, from the pen of the Lady Eve Felinska, which, in its un- 
pretending style and truthful simplicity, will win its way to the reader's heart, 
and compel him to sympathise ^ith the fair sufferer. The series of hardships 
endured in traversing these frozen solitudes is affectingly told ; and once settled 
down at one of the most northern points of the convict territory, Berezov, six 
hundred miles beyond Tobolsk, the Author exhibits an observant eye for the 
natural phenomena of those latitudes, as well as the habits of the semi-barbarous 
aborigines. This portion of the book will be found by the naturalist as well as 
ethnologist full of valuable information." — Globe, 

** These * Revelations' give us a novel and interestuig sketch of Siberian life — ^the 

habits, morals, manners, religious tenets, rites, and festivals of the inhabitants. The 

writer's extraordinary powers of observation, and the graceful facility with which 

« edescribes everything worthy of remark, render her * Revelations' as attractive 

cfascinating as they are original and instructive." — Britannia, 



FOREST LIFE IN CEYLON. 

BY "W. KNIGHTOIT, M:.A., 

Mannerly Secretary to the Ceylon Branch Royal Asiatic Society. 2 vols. 21s. 

"A very clever and amusing book, by one who has lived as a planter and 
journalist many years in Ceylon. The work is filled with interesting accounts of 
the sports, resources, productions, scenery, and traditions of the island. The 
sporting adventures are narrated in a very spirited manner." — Standard. 



EIGHT YEARS 
IN PALESTINE, SYRIA, AND ASIA MINOR. 

BY F. A. NEAIi, E3CI., 

I,ATE ATTACHED TO THE CONSULAR SERVICE IN SYRIA. 

Second Edition, 2 vols., with Illustrations, 21s. 
" A very agreeable book. Mr. Neale is evidently quite familiar with the 
East, and writes in a lively, shrewd, and good-humoured manner. A great 
deal of information is to be found in his pages." — Athenaeum, 
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TRAVELS IN BOLIVIA; 

WITH A TOUR ACROSS THE PAMPAS TO BUENOS AIRES, &o. 

BY Ii. HUaH DE BONEIiIiI. 

OF HER BRITANNIC MAJBSTY^S LEGATION. 2 TOls. 21s. 



EIGHTEEN YEARS ON THE 

GOLD COAST OF AFRICA; 

INCLUDING AN ACCOUNT OF THE NATIVE TRIBES, AND THEIR 
^ INTERCOURSE WITH EUROPEANS. 
BY BBODIE OBUIOKSHANK, 

MEMBER OF THE LEGISLATIVE COUNCIL, CAPE COAST CASTLE. 2 VOlS. 21s. 

" This is one of the most interesting works that ever yet came into our hands. 
It possesses the charm of introducing us to habits and manners of the human 
familj of which before we had no conception. Before reading Mr. Cruickshank's 
Tolumes we were wholly unaware of the ignorance of all Europeans, as to the 
social state of the inhabitants of Western Africa. Mrs. Beccher Stowe's work 
has, indeed, made us all familiar with the degree of intelligence and the disposi- 
tions of the transplanted African ; but it has been reserved to Mr. Cruickshank 
to exhibit the children of Ham in their original state, and to prove, as his work 
proves to demonstration, that, by the extension of a knowledge of the Gospel, and 
by that only, can the African be brought within the pale of civilization. We 
anxiously desire to direct public attention to a work so valuable. An incidental 
episode in the work is an affecting narrative of the death of the gifted Letitia 
Elizabeth Landon (L.E.L.), written a few months after her marriage with 
Governor Maclean. It relieves the memory of both husband and wife from all 
the vile scandals that have been too long permitted to defile their story." — 
Standard, 

" This work will be read with deep interest, and will give a fresh impulse to 
the exertions of philanthropy and religion." — John Bull. 



LIFE IN SWEDEN, 

WITH EXCURSIONS IN NORWAY AND DENMARK. 
BY SBIiINA BUMTBUEY. 2 vols. 2Li. 

" The author of this clever work never misses a lively sketch. Her descriptions 
of life in Sweden and Norway are all piquant, and most of them instructive, 
illustrating northern life in all its phases, from the palace to the cottage. The 
work is well calculated to excite in the English public a desire to visit scenes 
which have as yet been exposed to the view of few travellers." — Daily News. 

" Two delightful, well-informed volumes, by a lady of much acuteness, lively 
imagination, and shrewd observance. The work can be safely recommended to 
the reader, as the freshest, and most certainly the truthfullest publication upon 
the North that has of late years been given to the world." — Observer. 
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NARRATIVE OF A 

FIVE YEARS' RESIDENCE AT NEPAUL. 

BY CAPTAIN THOMAS SMITH, 

Late Assistant Political-Rbsidsnt at Hspajsl. 2 v. post &vo. 21s. 

** No man could be better qualified to describe Nepaul than Captain Smith ; 
and his concise, but clear and graphic account of its history, its natural produc- 
tions, its laws and customs, and the character of its warl&e inhabitants, is yery 
agreeable and instructive reading. A separate chapter, not the least entertaining 
in the book, is devoted to anecdotes of the Nepaulese mission, of whom, and of 
their visit to Europe, many remarkable stories are told." — Post. 



CANADA AS IT WAS, IS, AND MAY BE. 

By TBS LATE LisvtbnantXolonsl Sir R. Bonntcastle. 

With mn Account of Recent Transactions, 

BY SIB J. XL ALEXAKDSB, K.Ii.8.. &o. S v« with Maps, Ac, 2l8. 

^ These volumes offer to the British public a clear and trustworthy statement 
of the affairs of Canada, and the effects of the immense public works in progress 
and completed; with sketches of localities and scenery, amusing anecdotes of ; 
personal observation, and generally every information which may be of use to the ' 
traveller or settler, and the military and political reader. The information ren« ' 
dered is to be thoroughly relied on as veracious, fiill, and conclusive." — Mes^ ; 
senger, 

FIVE YEARS IN THE WEST INDIES. 

BY OHABUaS W. I>AY, ESQ. 2 vols. 2l8. 

" It would be unjust to deny the vigour, brilliancy, and varied interest of this 
VTork, the abundant stores of anecdote and interest, and the copious detail of 
local habits and peculiarities in each island visited in succession." — Globe, 



SCENES FROM SCRIPTURE. 

BY THE BEV. G. CBOIiY, LL.D. lOs. 6d. 

" Eminent in every mode of literature, Dr. Croly stands, in our judgment, first 
among the living poets of Great Britain — the only man of our day entitled by his 
power to venture within the sacred circle of religious poets." — Standard, 

** An admirable addition to the library of religious families." — John Bull, 



THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A MISSIONARY. 

BY THE BEV. J. P. FIiETOHBB, 

Curate of South Hampstead. Author of ** A Residence at Nineveh." 2 v. 2l8. 

" A graphic sketch of nnssionary life." — Examiner, 

^* We conscientiously recommend this booki as well lor its amnsiag character 
as for the sjurit it dis^ys oi earnest piety." — Standard, 
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FAMILY ROMANCE; 

OR, DOMESTIC ANNALS OF THE AEISTOCBACY. 
BT SIB BEBNABD BUBEiE, Ulster King of Arms. 2 vols., 21s. 

Among the many other interesting legaids and romantic family histories com- 
prised in these volumes, will be found the following: — The wonderful narrative 
of Maria Stella, Lady Newborough, who claimed on such strong evidence to be a 
Princess of the House of Orleans, and disputed the identity of Louis Philippe — 
Hie story of the humble marriage of the beautiful Countess of Strathmore, and 
the sulterings and fate of her only child — The Leaders of Fashion, from Gramont 
to D'Orsay — The rise of the celebrated Baron Ward, now Prime Minister at 
Parma — The curious claim to the Earldom of Crawford — The Strange Vicissitudes 
of our Great Families, replete with the most romantic details — The story of the 
Kirkpatricks of Closeburn (the ancestors of the French Empress), and the re- 
markable tradition associated with them— rThe Legend of the Lambtons — The 
verification in our own time of the famous prediction as to the Earls of Mar — 
Lady Ogilvy's escape — The Beresford and Wynyard ghost stories, correctly told — 
&c., &c. 

" It were impossible to praise too highly as a work of amusement these two most 
interesting volumes, whether we should have regard to its excellent plan or its 
not less excellent execution. The volumes are just what ought to be found on 
every drawing-room table. Here you have nearly fifty captivating romances, with 
the pith of all their interest preserved in undiminished poignancy, and any one 
may be read in half an hour. It is not the least of their merits that the 
romances are founded on fact — or what, at least, has been handed down for truth 
by long tradition — and, the romance of reality far exceeds the romance of fiction. 
Each story is told in the clear, unaffected style with which the author's former 
works have made the public familiar, while they afford evidence of the value, 
even to a work of amusement, of that historical and genealogical learning that 
may justly be expected of the author of * The Peerage.' The aristocracy and 
gentry owe, indeed, a great debt to Mr. Burke as their family historian." — 
Standard, 

" The very reading for sea-side or fire-side in our hours of idleness."- — Athem 



SPAIN AS IT IS. 

BTa.A. HOSKINS, ESQ. 2 vols. 21s. 

" To the tourist this work will prove invaluable. It is the most complete and 
interesting portraiture of Spain that has ever come under our notice." — John Bull 



NAVAL ARCHITECTURE: 

A TREATISE ON SHIP-BUILDING, AND THE RIG OF CLIPPERS, 

WITH SUGGESTIONS FOR A NEW METHOD OF LAYING DOWN VESSELS. 

BY IiOBD BOBEBT MONTAGU, AJIff. 

Second Edition, with 54 Diagrams. 6s. 

" Lord Montagu's work will be equally valuable to the ship-builder and the 
ship-owner — to the mariner and the coramander of yachts." — U. S. Magazine, 
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SAM SLICK'S WISE SAWS 
AND MODEM INSTANCES; 

OB, WHAT HE SAID, DID, OR INVENTED. 

Second Edition. 2 toIs. post 8to. 2 Is. 

" We do not fear to predict that these delightful volumes will be the most 
popular, as, beyond doubt, they are the best of all Judge Haliburton*8 admirable 
works. The * Wise Saws and Modern Instances' evince powers of imagination 
and expression far beyond what even his former publications could lead any one 
to ascribe to the author. We have, it is true, long been familiar with his quaint 
humour and racy narrative, but the volumes before us take a loftier range, and 
are so rich in fun and good sense, that to offer an extract as a sample would be 
an injustice to author and reader. It is one of the pleasantest books we ever 
read, and we earnestly recommend it." — Standard, 

" Let Sam Slick go a mackarel fishing, or to court in England — let him venture 
alone among a tribe of the sauciest single women that ever banded themselves 
together in electric chain to turn tables or to mystify man— our hero always 
manages to come off with flying colours — to beat every craftsman in the cunning 
of his own calling — to get at the heart of every maid's and matron's secret. 
The book before us will be read and laughed over. Its quaint and racy dialect 
will please some readers — its abundance of yarns will amuse others. There is 
something iu the volumes to suit readers of every humour." — AtheruBum, 

" The humour of Sam SUck is inexhaustible. He is ever and everywhere a 
welcome visitor ; smiles greet his approach, and wit and wisdom haug upon his 
tongue. The present is altogether a most edifying production, remarkable alike 
for its racy humour, its sound philosophy, the felicity of its illustrations, and the 
delicacy of its satire. Whether he is making love to Sophy, or chatting with the 
President about English men and manners, or telling ghost stories, or indulging in 
day-dreams, or sketching the characters of Yankee skippers, or poaching in our 
fisheries, or enticing a British man-of-war on to a saud-bar, he is equally delightful ; 
charming us by the graphic vivacity and picturesque quaintness of his descriptions, 
and, above all, by his straightforward honesty and truth. We promise our 
readers a great treat from the perusal of these * Wise Saws and Modern Instances,' 
which contain a world of practical wisdom, and a treasury of the richest fun." — 
Morning Post, 

" As a work embodying the cynicism of Rochefoucault, with the acuteness of 
Pascal, and the experience of Theophrastus or La Bruyere, it may be said that, 
except Don Quixote, the present work has no rival." — Observer. 



TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR. 

EDITED BY THE AUTHOB OF " SAM SLIOK." S vols. 31s. 6d. 

**We have seldom met with a work more rich in fun or more generally 
delightful."— 5^a»M/arf/. 

" No man has done more than the facetious Judge Haliburton, through the 
mouth of the inimitable ' Sam,' to make the old parent country recognise and 
appreciate her queer transatlantic progeny. His present collection of comic 
stories and laughable traits is a budget of fun full of rich specimens of Americtta 
humour." — Globe, 
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FLORENCE, THE BEAUTIFUL. 

BY A. BAIT.iTiIB GOCHBANE, ESQ. 2 vols. 



THE ROSES. 



BY THE AITTHOB OF ** THE PIiIBT," Ac. 8 vols. 

" The "author of * The Flirt* is eyer welcome as a writer. * The Roses' is a 
novel which cannot fail to charm.'' — Observer. 

« < The Roses* displays, with the polish always attending a later work, all the 
talent which appeared in * The Flirt,' and * The Manoeuvring Mother.' It is a 
book which no one would lay down unfinished." — Standard, 

" In this charming novel the author has brought out the female character in 
three well-phosen contrasts. The whole tale is a history of sweet and tender 
hearts to which the reader cannot refuse his sympathy." — John Bull. 



ELECTRA : A STORY OF MODERN TIMES. 

BY THE AUTHOB OF " BOCKINGHAM." 

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS SY LORD GERALD FITZGERALD. SECOND EDITION. 3 Y. 

From the Times. — " The author of * Rockingham' holds always a vigorous 
pen. It is impossible to deny him th^ happy faculty of telling a pleasing story 
ynth ability and power. His characters are the flesh and blood we meet in our 
daily walks ; their language is natural, appropriate, and to the purpose. We are 
bound to extend our highest praise to the skill with which the several characters 
in * Electra' are pourtrayed, arid with which the interest of the story is sustained 
to the very last chapter. Lady Glenarlowe and her daughter. Lord Glenarlowe 
and Electra, are all fmelv-drawn pictures, and aie full of touches by a master 
hand." 



AILIEFORI): A FAMILY HISTORY. 

BY THE ATJTHOB OF "JOHN DBAYTON." 3 v. 
" A work abounding in fascination of an irresistible kind." — Observer. 
** A most charming and absorbing story." — Critic. 
" The book throughout excites the interest of reality." — Spectator. 
" * Ailieford* is the biography of the clever writer of * John Drayton.' It is 
a deeply interesting tale." — Britannia, 



CHARLES AUCHESTER. 

DEDICATED TO THE RIGHT HON. B. DISRAELI. 3 VOls. 

" The author has originality and a strong imagination." — Times. 

" Music has never had so glowing an advocate as the author of these volumes. 
There is an amazing deal of ability displayed in them." — Herald. 

" The life of an enthusiast in music, by himself. The work is full of talent. 
The sketches of the masters and artists are life-like. In Seraphael all will recog- 
nize Mendelssohn, and in Miss Benette, Miss Lawrence, and Anastase, Berlioz, 
Jenny Lind, and another well-known to artist Ufe, vnU be easily detected. To 
every one who cares for music, the volumes will prove a delightful study." — 
Britannia, 
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22 HURST AND BLACKETT's NBlfT PUBLICATIONS. 



HARRY MUIR; 

A STORY OF SCOTTISH LIFE. 

BY THE AITTHOB OF "MABGABET MAITLAND." 
SscoND Edition. 3 vols, post 8vo. 

" We prefer * Harry Mmr' to most of the Scottish novels that have appeared 
since GaltVdomestic stories. This new tale, by the author of * Margaret Maitland/ 
is a real picture of the weakness of man's natufe and the depths of woman's kind- 
ness. The narrative, to repeat our praise, is not one to be entered cm or parted 
from without our regard for its writer being increased." — Atkencewn. 

" A picture of life, everywhere genuine in feeling, perfect in expression." — 
Ejeammer, 

*^ This is incomparably the best of tke author's works. In it the briUiaat 
promise afforded by ' Margaret Maitkmd' has been fully realised, and now there 
can be no question that, for graphic pictures of Scottish life, the author is 
entitled to be ranked second to none among modern writers of fiction." — Cale^ 
thnum Mercury. 

BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 

ADAM GRAEME 

OF MOSSGRAY. 



Second Edition. 3 vols. 

" A story awakeniog genuine emotions of 
interest and delight by its admirable pictures 
of Scottish life and scenery.**— Pos^. 



CALEB FIELD. 

A TALE OF THE PURITANS. 

Cheaper Edition. 1 v. 6». 

"This beautiful production is every way 
worthy of its author's reputation in die 
very first rank of contemporuy writers.*' — 
Staitdard. 



DARIEN; OR, THE MERCHANT PRINCE. 

BY EIiIOT "WARBXJBTOlSr. Second Edition. 3 vols. 

" The scheme for the colonization of Darien by Scotchmen, and the opening 
of a commnmcation between the East and West across the Isthmus of Panama, 
furnishes the foundation of this story, which is in all respects worthy of the 
high reputation which the author of the * Crescent and the Cross' had already 
made for himself. The early history of the Merchant Prince introduces the 
reader to the condition of Spain under the Inquisition; the portraitures of 
Scottish life which occupy a prominent place in the narrative, are full of spirit ; 
the scenes in America exhibit the state of the natives of the new world at that 
period ; the daring /deeds of the Buccaneers supply a most romantic element in 
the story ; and an additional interest is infused into it by the introduction of 
various celebrated characters of the period, such as Law, the French financier, 
and Paterson, the founder of the Bank of England. All these varied ingredients 
are treated with that brilliancy of style and powerful deseriptive talent, by which 
the pen of Eliot Warbnrton was so eminently distinguished.'* — Joh» BtUL 



THE FIRST LIEUTENANT'S STORY. 

BY LADY OATHABXNB IiONG. 3 vola. 
** As a tracing of the workings of hnman passion and principle, the book is foil 
of exquisite beauty, delicacy, and tenderness." — Dailj/ News. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WORKS OF FICTION, 



23 



BEGINAIiD LYIiE. 
BY MISS PARDOE. 3 v. 

HIGH AJSTD LOW; 

OB, LIPE*S CHANCES AND CHANGES. 

BY THE HON. HENRY COKE. 3 t. 

THE YOUNG HEIBBSS. 

BY MRS. TROLLOPE. 3 v. 
** The knowledge of the world which Mrs* 
Ttollope possesses in so eminent a degree is 
•trongly exhibited in th« pages of thi« 
novel." — Ob$erver, 

The DEAN'S DAUGHTEB, 

OR, THE DAYS WE LIVE IN. 

BY MRS. GORE. 3 v. 
*< One of the best of Mrs. Gore's stories. 
The volumes are strewed with smart aud 
sparkling epigram." — Morning Chronicle. 

CASTIiB AVON. 

By the Author of 
" EMILIA WYNDHAM," &c. 3 y. 
*' One of the most successful of the au- 
thor** works."— Po«#. 

LADY MABION. 

BY MRS. W. FOSTER. 3 v. 
*'This fascinating novel needs not the 
attraction of the name of the late Duke of 
Wellington's niece upon the title-page to 
commend it to the novel readers of the 
fashionable world. The work gives evidence 
of talent of no common order." — John Bull, 

THE liONGWOODS 
OF THE GRANGE. 

By the Author of 
"ADELAIDE LINDSAY." 3 ▼. 

** * The Longwoods' are a family group, in 
the story of whose life romance readers will 
find a charm and an interest similar to that 
which attends the annals of the ' Vicar of 
Wakefield.* **—Dailjf New. 

UNCLE WALTER. 
BY MRS. TROLLOPE, 3 v. 

*< * Uncle Walter* is an exceedingly enter- 
tainlog novel. It assures Mrs. TroUope more 
than ever in her position as one of the ablest 
fiction writers of the day.'*— JlfomlN^ Poet, 



ALICE WENTWOBTH. 

8v. 
" A novel of exdUng iateresf'—Pos^. 

THE KINNEABS. 

A SCOTTISH STORY. 3 v. 

" We heartily commend this story to the 
attention of our readers for its power, sim- 
plicity, and truth. None can read its impres* 
sive record without interest, and few without 
improvement."^ JITomtnj' Poet. 

BBOOMHILL; 

OR, THE COUNTY BEAUTIES. 

** * Broomhill' is a tale of lite in polite 
society. The dialogue is easy— the interest 
is well sustained." — Athemeum, 

MABY SEAHAIC. 
BY MRS. GREY, 
Author of "The Gamhler^s 'Wife." 3 v. 
** Equal to any former novd by its author." 
--AtheMBttm. 

ANNETTE. A Tale. 
BY W. F. DEACON. 
With a Memoir of the Author, by the 
Hon. Sir T. N. Talfourd, D.C.L. 3 v. 
"'Annette' is a stirring tale. The 
prefatory memoir by Sir Thomas Talfourd 
would be at all times interesting, nor the less 
so for containing two long letters from Sir 
Walter Scott to Mr. Deacon, fuU of genUe 
far-thinking wisdom."— JS^anufitfr. 

CONFESSIONS OF AN 

ETONIAN. 

BY C. ROWCROFT, ESQ. 3 v. 

"The life of an Etonian— his pranks, his 
follies, his loves, bis fortunes, and misfor- 
tunes— is here amusingly drawn and happily 
coloured by an accomplished artist. The 
work is full of anecdote and lively painting 
of men and manners."— G/o6e. 

THE BEUJB OF THE 
VILLAGE. 

By the Author of 
" The Old English Gentleman." 3 v. 

"An admirable story. It may take its 
place by the side of 'The Old English Gen. 
tleman.'"— JoAn Bull, 

The LADY andthe PRIEST. 
BY MRS. MABERLY. 3 v. 
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THE ARMY AND NAVY. 



Published on the Ist of every Month, Price Ss. 6d. 

COLBUEN'8 UNITED SERVICE MAGAZINE, 

AND 

NAVAL AND MILITARY JOURNAL. 



This popular periodical, which has- dow been established a quarter of 
a century, embraces subjects of such extensive variety and powerful 
interest as must render it scarcely less acceptable to readers in general 
than to the members of tliose professions for whose use it is more par- 
ticularly intended. Independently of a succession of Original Papers 
on innumerable interesting subjects. Personal Narratives, Historical 
Incidents, Correspondence, &c., each number comprises Biographical 
Memoirs of Eminent Officers of all branches of service, Reviews of New 
Publications, either immediately relating to the Army or Navy, or in- 
volving subjects of utility or interest to the members of either. Full 
Reports of Trials by Courts Martial, Distribution of the Army and Navy, 
General Orders, Circulars, Promotions, Appointments, Births, Marriages, 
.Obituary, &c., with all the Naval and Military Intelligence of the Month. 



" This is confessedly one of the ablest and most attractive periodicals of which 
the British press can boast, presenting a wide field of entertainment to the 
general as well as professional reader. The suggestions for the benefit of the 
two services are distinguished by vigour of sense, acute and practical observation, 
an ardent love of discipline, tempered by a high sense of justice, honour, and a 
tender regard for the welfare and comfort of our soldiers and seamen." — Globe. 

" At the head of those periodicals which furnish useful and valuable information 
to their peculiar classes of readers, as well as amusement to the general body of 
the public, must be placed the * United Service Magazine, and Naval and Military 
Jounial.' It numbers among its contributors almost all those gallant spirits virho 
have done no less honour to their country by their swords than by their pens, 
and abounds with the most interesting discussions on naval and military affairs, 
and stirring narratives of deeds of arms in all parts of the world. E vei^ informa- 
tion of value and interest to both the Services is culled with the greatest diligence 
from every available source, and the correspondence of various distinguished 
officers which enrich its pages is a feature of great attraction. In short, the 
* United Service Magazine' can be recommended to every reader who possesses 
that attachment to his country which should make him look vrith the deepest 
interest on its naval and military resources." — Sun, 

" This truly national periodical is always full of the most valuable matter for 
professional men." — Morning Herald, 

HURST AND BLACKETT, PUBLISHERS, 

• SUCCESSORS TO HENRY COLBURN, 
13, GREAT MARLBOROUGH STREET. 
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CHEAP EDITION OF HISS BTTBlfET'S DIAET. 

In Seven Monthly Volumes^ smaU 8vo, Embellished with Portraits, 
Price only Ss, eachf elegantly bound, 

DIARY AND LETTERS 

OF 

MADAME D'ARBLAY, 

AUTHOR OP "EVELINA/* "CECILIA." &c. 

INCLUDING THE PERIOD OF 

HER RESIDENCE AT THE COURT OF QUEEN CHARLOTTE. 



In announcing a new and cheap edition of Madame D*Arblay's 
celebrated Diary, the publishers cannot convey a better idea 
of the nature of the work, to those who are unacquainted with 
it, than by extracting the opening passage of Miss Bumey*s 
Journal, which was commenced in 1768, and continued, with 
but few interruptions, during the greater portion of the writer's 
long and eventful life :— 

" To have some account of my tliouglits, actions, and acquaintance, when 
the hour arrives when time is more nimble than memory, is the reason which 
indaces me to keep a Journal — a Jottmal in which I must confess my every 
thought — wMst open my whole heart." 

When we call to mind that the person who formed this resolu- 
tion, and adhered to it during the most important period of her 
brilHant career, was one of the most remarkable and justly cele- 
brated women, not merely of her own, but of any time or country 
—that her family position, no less than her celebrity, commanded 
for her an intimate intercourse with all who were illustrious in 
English Literature and Art during their most illustrious era, 
and that the results of such resolution are here given to the 
world precbely as they left the hand of their writer (the omis- 
sions required by personal and family considerations being alone 
excepted), the interest this work must excite, can scarcely be 
increased; yet it ought to be stated, that, shortly after the 
publication of her second work, ^^Cbciua," she was spon- 
taneously offered by Queen Charlotte a situation about her 
MajestVs person, which brought her into daily intercourse with 
every mdividual forming the Court of George III. During 
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MIS6 BURNEFS DIABY AND COmSESPOHDEHCE. 



this remarkable period of her life, Miss Bumey never omitted 
to note in her Journal such events and conversations of the 
past day as she deemed worthy of record, and might be given 
without amr vidation of confidence ; and these sketdies of the 
Court of Greorge m. during the important era in question form 
part of the work now announced. 

The CoRBESPONDBKCB, which takes its place chronologiQally 
with the DxABT, indudea, besides a Ivge number of Imdaaie 
D'Arblay's own Letters, a selection firom those addressed to her 
by the various distinguished literary and other persons with 
whom she was intimate. 



opnnoNS OF the fbess. 

EDINBXTROH BEVIEW. 

"Madame D^Arblaj lired to be a classic. Time set on her fame, before 
she went henoe, that seal which is seldom set except on the fame of the de- 
parted. AU those whom we have been Accnstomed to revere as mtdlectnal 
patriarchs seemed children when compared with her; for Borke had sat up 
all night to read her writings, and Johnson had pronounced her superior to 
fielding, when Rogers was still a schoolboy, and Sonthey stiU in petticoats. 
Her Diary is written in her earliest and best manner ; in true woman's Eng- 
lish, clear, natural, and lively. It ought to be consulted by every person who 
wishes to be well acquainted with the history of our literature and our 
manners." 

TIMES. 

" Mas Burners work ought to be placed beside Boswell*8 * Life,* to ^ich 
it forms an excellent supplement." 

UTEBAST OAZSTTE. 

*^ This publication will take its place in the libraries beade Walpole aad 
BoswelL" 

NAVAL AND MILITAET OAZBTTB. 

" A work unequalled in literary and social value by anything else of a similar 
kind m the language." 

** This work may be considered a kind of supplement to BosweU's Life of 
Johnson. It is a beautiful picture of society as it existed in manners, taste, 
and literature, in the reign .of George the Third, drawn by a pencil as vivid 
andbryUtut as that of any of tl^ cekbrated prasons who composed the circle.^ 

POST. 

" Miss Bumey*s Diary, sprkKng with wit, teeming with lively anecdote 
and delectable gossip, and full of sound and discreet ^ews of persons and 
things, will he perused with interest by all cksses of readers.^ 
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CHEAP EDXTIOar OF THE LIVES 07 THE aXIEEVS. 

Now in course of Publication, in Eight Monthly Volumes, post octavo 
icoTt^rising from 600 to 700 pages each), commencing ^ let 
Jantmry, 1854, Price only 7^ 6d, per Volume, degan^y oowkf, 

LIVES 

07 THE 

QUEENS OE ENGLAND. 

BY AGNES STRICKLAND. 

^OtittM i^ lExi^tss ^nrntssion to i^ i^estfi. 
EMBELLISHED WITH PORTRAITS OF EVERY QUEEN, 

BKA17TIFT7LLT SNaSATED FROM THK MOST AX7THENTIC aOXEBGES. 



In announcmg a cheap Edition of i^hfe important and inte- 
resting work, which has been considered unique in biographical 
literatuse, the publishers again heg to direct attention to the 
following extract from the author's preface: — **A revised 
edition of the * Lives of the Queens of England, embodying 
the important collections which have been brought to li^t 
since the appearance of earlier impressions, is now offered to 
the world, embellished with Portraits of every Queen, from 
authentic and properly verified sources. The smes, com- 
mencing with the consort of William the Conqueror, occupies 
that most interesting and important period of oar national chro- 
nology,* from the death of the last monarch of the Anglo-Saxon 
line, Edward the Confessor, to the demise of the last sovereign 
of the royal house of Stuart, Queen Anne, and comprises therein 
thirty queens who have worn the crown-matrimonial, and four 
the regal diadan of this realm. We hs^e related the parentage 
of every queen^ described her edueatioD, traced the infliwnce 
of family connexions and national habits on her conduct, both 
public and private, and given a concise outline of the domestic, 
as well as the general history o£ her times, and its effects on 
her character, and we have done so with singfenesB of heart, 
unbiassed by selfish interests or narrow ^ws. Such as they 
were in life we have endeavoured to portray them, both in 
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good and ill, without regard to any other considerations than 
the development of the/acts. Their sayings, their doings, their 
manners, their costume, will he found faithfully chronicled in 
this work, which also includes the most interesting of their 
letters. The hope that the ^ Lives of the Queens of England' 
might he regarded as a national work, honourahle to the 
female character, and generally useful to society, has encou- 
raged us to the completion of the task." 



OPINIONS OF THE FBESS. 

FBOM THE TnOSB. 

" These volnmes have the fascination of romance nnited to the integrity of 
history. The work is written by a Udy of considerable learning indefatigable 
indnstry, and careful jndement. All these qualifications for a biographer and 
an historian she has brougnt to bear upon the subject of her yolumes, and from 
them has resulted a narrative interestmg to all, and more particularly interest^ 
ing to that portion of the conununity to whom the more refined researches of 
literature afford pleasure and instruction. The whole work should be read, 
and no doubt will oe read, by all who are anxious for information. It is a lucid 
arrangement of facts, derived from authentic sources, exhibiting a combination 
of industry, learning, judgment, and impartiality, not often met with in bio- 
graphers of crowned heads." 

MORinira hesald. 

' * A remarkable and truly great historical work. In this series of biographies, 
in which the severe truth of history takes almost the wildness of romance, it is 
the singular merit of Miss Strickland that her research has enabled her to throw 
new lignt on many doubtful passages, to bring forth fresh facts, and to render 
every portion of our annals which she has described an interesting and valuable 
study. She has given a most valuable contribution to the history of England, 
and we have no hesitation in afSrming that no one can be said to possess an 
accurate knowled^ of the history of tne country who has not studied this truly 
national work, which, in this new edition, has received a]l the aids that further 
research on the part of the author, and of embellishment on the part of the pub- 
lishers, could tend to make it still more valuable, and still more attractive, than 
it had been in its original form.** 

MOSNIira CHBOiriCLE. 

" A most valuable and entertaining work. There is certauily no lady of our 
day who has devoted her pen to so beneficial a purpose as Miss Strickland. Nor 
is there any other whose works possess a deeper or more enduring interest.*' 

MORimra post. 
" We must pronounce Miss Strickland beyond all comparison the most en- 
tertaming historian in the English language. She is certamly a woman of power- 
ful and active mind, as well as of scrupulous justice and honesty of purpose.** 

QUABTESLT KUVIEW* 

** Miss Strickland has made a very judicious ifse of man^r authentic MS. au- 
thorities not previously collected, and the result is a most interesting addition 
to our biographical library.** 

ATHBITJBUIC 

" A valuable contribution to historical knowledge. It contains a mass of every 
kind of historical matter of interest, which industry and research could collect. 
We have derived much entertainment and instruction from the work.** 
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NEW UBRAilT EDITION, WITH PORTRAITS, OP 

PEPYS' DIABY AND COBRESFOITDENCE. 



Now ready ^ elegantly printed, in Four Volumes^ demy octavo^ a new 
and improved Library Edition^ including all the late important MS. 
Additions^ and upwards of Two Hundred additional Notes, and 
Letters, Index, Sfc, price lOs, 6d, per Volume, handsomely bound, 
of the 

DIABY AND COBS:ESFOiO)EN^CE OF 

SAMUEL PEPTS, RR.S., 

SECRETARY TO THE ADMIRALTY IN THE REIGNS OF CHARLES II. 
AND JAMES II. 

EDITED BY EICHAIO) LORD BEAYBROOKE. 



The authority of Pepts, as an historian and illustrator of 
« considerable portion of the seventeenth century, has been 
so fuUy acknowledged by every scholar and critic, that it is 
now scarcely necessary even to remind the reader of the ad- 
vantages he possessed for producing the most complete and 
trustworthy record of events, and the most agreeable picture 
of society and manners, to be found in the literature of any 
nation. In confidential communication with the reigning 
sovereigns, holding high official employment, placed at the 
head of the Scientific and Learned of a period remarkable 
for intellectual impulse, mingling in every circle, and ob- 
serving everything and everybody whose characteristics were 
worth noting down ; and possessing, moreover, an intelli- 
gence peculiarly fitted for seizing the most graphic points in 
whatever he attempted to delineate, Pepts may be considered 
the most valuable as well as the most entertaining of our 
KationaL Historians. 

A New Library Edition of this work, comprising all the 
restored passages and the additional annotations that have 
been called for by the vast advances in antiquarian and his- 
torical knowledge during the last twenty years, will doubtless 
be regarded as one of the most agreeable additions that could 
be made to the library of the general reader. 
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opnnunrs as the pbbss qm kbpts' jomxi. 

nOK THE XDINBUIIGH BBVIEW. 

''Wiiba&t mttjDg mcy exeefiacii in tLwour of oiy other proflactioa 
of ancient or modem diarists, we imhesitatinglpr characterise lliis jonmal 
as the most remarkable production of its kmd which has ever been 
given to the worid* Pepgn' DiaxT" xbaIcbs ns c omffffhcn d the great 
historical events of the age, and the veo^ who bore a part in th^n, 
and gives ns more dear glimpses into the true English fife of the times 
than an the otiiermemofSilB c€ tiiem that hare eorae down to^oiir own." 

VBOH THB QITABTEKLT JIEVUCW. 

'* There is much in Fepys' Diary that throws a distmct and Tirid 
light over the ptctoie of England aiid its govenmient dnring the period 
succeeding the Bestoration. If; quitting the broad path of history, we 
look for minmte information conaemiog ancient manners and customs, 
the piqgrtss of arts 4md sciences, and the yarions branches of antiquity, 
we have never seen a mine so rich as these volumes. The variety <rf 
Fepys' taatea and pursuits led him into almost every departmait of 
life. He was a man of business, a man of information, a man of whim, 
and, to a certain degree, a man of pleasure. He was a statesman, a 
hel esprit^ a virtuoso, and a connoisseur. His curiosity made him an 
unwearied, as well as an universal, learner, and whatever he saw found 
its way into his tablets." 

FEOM THE ATHENJBUM. 

'^ The best book of its kind in the Englisfa language. The sew 
matter is extremely curious, and occasionally ftr more diaract^istie 
and entertainmg than the M^ The writer is seen in a <dearer light, 
and the reader is ti^B into his inmost souL P^ys' Diaiy is the alSest 
picture of the age in which the writer lived, and a work of standard im- 
portance in English literature.** 

FBOM THE EXAMINER. 

*^ We place a high ralue on Pepys* Diary as -flie richest and most 
ddightftu contribution ever made to the hdstcny of English life and 
manners in the latta half of the seventeenth century." 

FBOM KAir'S lEAOi.CXNS. 

^< We om^ Pepys a debt of gratitude for the rare and curious informa- 
tion he has bequeathed to us in this most amusing and interesting woric. 
IBs Diary is valuable, as depicting to us many ^ the most importait 
characters of the times. Its author has bequeathed tout the recccds of 
his heart— tliey^ry reilectioii of his energetic miitd; and his quaint bat 
happy narrative dears up num^ous ^i^uted points^-tinrows light into 
many of the dark comers of history, and lays bare the hidden substratum 
of events which gave birth to, and supported the visible progress o^ the 
nation.'' 

FKQK THE MOSNIMO FOfT. 

"Of all the records that hare ever been published, Pepys' Diary 
gives us the most vivid and trustworthy picture of the times, and the 
clearest view of tiie state of English public affairs and of Engfish 
society during the reign of Charles H. We see there^ as in a raap^ 
the vices of the monardi, the intr^es of the Cabinet, the wanton IbUies 
of the court, and the many calamities to wiuch the nation was subjected 
during the memorable period of fire, plague, and general licentiousness." 
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IHPQBTAHT NEW HISTOEICAl WOBK 

Now ready, in 2 voh, post 8i;o, embellished with Portraits, price 2l«. hound, 

THE QUEENS 
BEFORE THE CONQUEST. 

MRS. MATTHEW HALL. 



Thebc Yolumes, it is believed, will be found to present tbe first con- 
nected outline of the history of Royal women prior to the Korman 
Conquest. Most readers are acquainted, through the me^um of Miss 
Stnckland's admiraUe work, with the persons^ memoirs of Matilds, 
Queen of the Conqueror, and her successors who were united by the 
tie matrimonial to our English monarchs; yet who can trace eren an 
outline of the life of Editha the Good, her contempoituy and prede- 
cessor on the thione? Of the stormy and troubled history of Queen 
Eoima, who was wife of two kings, and mother also of two, aad who 
first introduced her I^orman countrymen into England, still less it 
known. Nor aze there to be ibund any connected details concerning 
the wives of those Saxon kings who laid the foundatioB of our Ikiglish 
knrs snd institutions. No one has been found to go bade beyond the 
era of the Conquest to searcii amid dusty and worm-eaten records for 
details iUustrative of the vast mine of history, with all its hidden 
stores of wealth, flrom the first to the eleventh century. Inrestigi^on 
has commenced firom a point more lucid, when Norman conquerors ^- 
posed the Doomsday Book as a lasting token of their power. 

Woman, possessing, as she ever does, an all-powerfal inftoence over 
the events <rf her day, has thrown a bright Kght over the datk histoiy 
of the first eleven centuries of our annals, and during that perrod we 
discover a succession of important historical events which have oc- 
curred through her instrumentality. 

A narrative of the leading features of such a period caimat ISbiI, it is 
hoped, to prove a mseM study to those who desire an mtroduction to 
the History of England; for these personal records of the wives and 
daughters of our early monarchs, form naturally the connecting links 
between many public events which would otherwise remain detached 
and unintelligible. 

From the lays of the Welsh bard^ firom Gildas, and Jef&ey c^ Moo^ 
mouth, down to the latest publicatiotts which have thrown ligbt on 
the history of the early Briti^ reigns, nothing has been neglected in 
the work now presented to the public which might conduct to troth, 
and ofi(3r a clear and interesting series of records of those female sove- 
reigns whose lives are so much less familiar to the English reader than 
others of a later period, who have found able recent biographers.— Ex- 
tract FROM THE IirrBODlTCTION. 
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THE PEERAGE AND BARONETAGE 

FOR 1854. 
BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, 

ULSTEB KINO OF ABMS. 

A NEW EDITION. REVISED AND CORRECTED THROUGH- 
OUT FROM THE PERSONAL COMMUNICATIONS 
OF THE NOBILITY^ &c. 

With 1600 Engravings of ARMS. In 1 vol. (comprising as much matter 
as twenty ordinary volumes), d8s. Dound. 



The foUowmg is a List of the Principal Contents of this Standard Work:— 



I. A lull and interesting history of 
each order of the English Nobility, 
sho'.ving its origin, rise, titles, immu- 
nitiiis, privileges, &c. 

II. A complete Memoir of the Queen 
and Boyal Family, forming a brief 
genealogical Ristorv of the Sovereign of 
this country, and deducing the descent 
of the Plant^genets, Tudors, Stuarts, 
and Guelphs, through their various 
ramifications. To this section is ap- 
pended a list of those Peers and others 
wlio inherit the distinguished honour 
of Quartering the Royal Arms of 
Plantagenet. 

III. An Authentic table of Precedence. 

IV. A perfect History of All the 
PsBBs AND Baronets, with the 
fullest details of their ancestors and 
descendants, and particulars respecting 
every collateral member of each family, 
and all intermarriages, &c. 



V. The Spiritual Lords. 
VL Foreim Noblemen, subjects by 
burth of the British Crown. 

VII. Extinct Peerages, of which 
descendants still exist. 

VIII. Peerages claimed. 

IX. Surnames of Peers and Peeresses, 
with Heirs Apparent and Presumptive. 

X. Courtesy titles of Eldest Sons. 

XI. Peerages of the Three Kingdoms 
in order of Precedence. 

XII. Baronets in order of Precedence. 

XIII. Privy Councillors of EngUnd 
and Ireland. 

XIV. Daughters of Peers married tb 
Commoners. 

XV. All THE Orders OF Knight- 
hood, with every Knight and all the 
Knights Bachelors. 

XV L Mottoes translated, with poeti- 
cal illustrations. 



" The most complete, the most coav^ient, and the cheapest work of the kind 
ever given to the public." — Sun, 

'* The best genealogical and heraldic dictionary of the Peerage and Baronetage, 
and the first authority on all questions affecting the aristocracy." — Ghbe, 

^* For the amazing quantity of personal and family history, admirable arrange- 
ment of details, and accuracy of information, this genealogical and heraldic 
dictionary is without a rival. It is now the standard and aclmowledged book of 
, reference upon all questions touching pedigree, and durect or collateral aflSnity 
with the titled aristocracy. The linea^ of each distinguished house is deduced 
through all the various ramifications. Every collateral branch, however remotely 
connected, is introduced ; and the alliances are so carefully inserted, as to show, 
in all instances, the connexion which so intimately exists between the titled and 
untitied aristocracjr. We have also much most entertaining historical matter, 
and many very curious and interesting family traditions. The work is^ in fact, a 
complete cyclopaedia of the whole titled classes of the empu^, supplymg all the 
information that can possibly be desired on the subject." — Morning Post, 
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CHEAP EDITION OF THE 
DIARY AND CORRESPONDENCE OF 

JOHN EYELYN, F.R.S. 

Now completed, with Portraits, in Four Volumes, post octavo (either of 
which may be had separately"), price 6«. each, handsomely bound, 

COMPBISmO ALL THE IMPORTANT ADDITIONAL NOTES, LETTERS, AND OTHER 
ILLUSTRATIONS LAST MADE. 

"We rejoice to welcome this beantifal and compact edition of Evelyn. It is 
intended as a companion to the recent edition of Pepjs, and presents similar claims 
to interest and notice. Evelyn was greatly above the vast majority of his con- 
temporaries, and the Diary which records the incidents in his long life, extending 
over the greater part of a century, is deservedly esteemed one of the most inte- 
resting books in the language. Evelyn took part in the breaking out of the civil 
war against Charles I., and he lived to see William of Orange ascend the throne. 
Through the days of Strafford and Laud, to those of Sancroft and Een, he 
was the steady friend of moderation and peace in the English Church. He 
interceded alike for the royalist and the regicide ; he was the correspondent of 
Cowley, the patrou of Jeremy Taylor, the associate and feUow-student of Boyle ; 
and over all the interval between Vandyck and Kneller, between the youth of 
Milton and the old age of Dryden, poetry and the arts found him an intelligent 
adviser, and a cordial friend. There are, on the whole, very few men of whom 
England has more reason to be proud. He stands among the first in the list of 
tJentlemen. We heartily commend so good an edition of this English classic" — 
Examiner. 

" This work is a necessary companion to the popular histories of our country, 
to Hume, Hallam, Macaulay, and Lingard. — Stm. 



LIVES OF THE PRINCESSES OF ENGLAND. 

By MRS. EVERETT GREEN, 

EDITOR OF THE " LETTERS OF ROYAL AND ILLUSTRIOUS LADIES." 

5 vols., post 8vo, with Illustrations, lOs. 6d. each, bound. 
%♦ One Volume more will complete the Series. 

" This work is a worthy companion to Miss Strickland's admirable * Queens 
of England.* That celebrated work, although its heroines were, for the most 
part, foreign Princesses, related almost enturely to the histoiy oi this country. 
The Princesses of England, on the contrary, are themselves English, but their 
lives are nearly all connected with foreign nations. Their biographies, conse- 
quently, afford us a glimpse of the manners and customs of the chief European 
kingdoms, a curcumstance which not only gives to the work the charm of vanety, 
but which is likely to render it peculiarly useful to the general reader, as it links 
together by association the contemporaneous history of various nations. We 
cordially commend Mrs. Green's production to general attention ; it is (neces- 
sarily) as useful as history, and fully as entertaming as romance."— ^Sem. 
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IKTEEESXDira WORKS 



SIE B. BtTEKE'S DICTIOKABX OF THE 
EXTINCT, DORIAin; A^ ABEYAIfT PEl^GES 

OF ENGUUtD, SOOTLAIIOi AND IRELAIID. 

Baantifally printed, in 1 toI. 8yo, containing 800 doobb^edhmm. fagSB^ 
21fi.boiiiid. 

This workcoDBecta, in many instances, the new witk the dd noUxty, and it 
will in all cases show the cause which has inflnenced the reyiyal of an extinct 
dignity in a new creation. It should be particularly noticed, that this new work 
appertains nearly as much to extant as to extinct persons of distinction; for 
thongh dignities pass away, it razely occurs that wh<^e families d«, 



HISTORY OF THE LANDED GENTRY. 
^ fflrntealogical jitctionars 

OP THE WHOLE OF THE UNTITLED ARISTOCRACY 

OF ENGLAND, SCOTLAND, AND IRELAND. 

By SIR BERNARD BURKE, 

A new and impE07ed Edition, in 1 yoL, uniform with the *' Peerage." 



^$^ Ths Pubchasbbs of the earlier editions of the Dictionaiy of the Imded 
Gentry are requested to take notice that 

A COPIOUS INDEX 

has been compiled with great care and at great expense, contuning bxwsxbsceb 

TO THE NAMES OF EVERY PERSON (uvwards (^ 100,000) MENTIONED IN THE 

WORK, and may be had hound nnilonniy with the wack: price, 5s. 



ROMMTIC RECORDS OF THE ARBTOCRACT. 

By SIR BERNARD BURKE. 
Second and Cheaper Edition, 2 toIs., post 8yo, 21s. hoond. 

** The most cnrions incidents, the most stirriij^ tales, and the most remarkable 
circmnstanees connected with the histories, pubhc and private, of oor noble houses 
and aristocratic families, are here given in a shape which will preserve them 
in the library, and render them the favourite study of those who are interested 
in tile romance of real life. These stories, with all the reality of established &ct, 
read with as much spirit as the tales of Boccaccio, and axe as foil of stnmge 
matter for reflection and amazement." — Brkamtia, 
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PUBLISHED FOB HEFRT COLBUBN. H 

MEMOIRS OF HORACE WALPOLE. 

XDRKDBT 

ELIOT WARBUBTON. 

Cheaper Edition, in 2 rols. 8yo, with Portraits, 168. bound/ 

" These Memoirs form a neoessaiy addition to the library of everj English 
gentleman. They nearly complete the diaia of mixed personal, poUtioal, and 
literary ^astarjj oommendn^ with * Evelyn' and ' Pepys,*^and emhr"' -i"*'^* ^" 
our own day with the histories of Mr. Macanlay and Lord BJahon.''- 



THE IIEE AUD REIGN 01 CHAKLES L 

By I. DISEAELL . 

A NEW EDITION. IffiVISED BY THE AUTHOR, AND EDITED BY 
mS SON» THE BT. HON. B. DISRAELI, M.P. 2 vols., Svo, 28s. bound. 

" By fax the most important work on the important age of Charles. I. that 
modem times have produced."— QMorterfy Eeview, 



MEMOIRS OF SCIPIO DE RICCI, 

LATE BISHOP OF PISTOIA AND FSATO; 

BEFOESjpR OF CATHOLICISM IN TUSCANY. 

Cheaper Edition, 2 vols. 8yo, 128. bound. 

Tha ka£nf fiBatore of tiiis important work is its application to the great 
q^esdon now at issue between our Protestant and Catholic feUow-subjects. It 
contains a complete expoad of the Romish Church Establishment during the 
eighteenth century, and of the abuses of the Jesuits throughout the greater 
part of Europe. Many particulars of the most thrilling kind are brought to 

HISTORIC SCENES. 

By AGNES STEICKLAND. 

Antbor of <' lifot of the Queens of England," &c I ycH,, post 6yo, 
elegantly bound, with Portrait of the Author, lOs. 6d. 
*' This attractive volume is replete with interest. Like Miss Strickland's 
former works, it will be found, we doubt not, in the hands of youtiiM branches 
of a family as well as in those of their j^arents, to all and each of whom it 
cannet &il to be alike amasing and instructive." — Briitmma. 



MEMOIRS OF LADY JANE GREY. 

By SIE BAEEIS NICOLAS. 1 vol. 8vo, bound, 6s. 
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INTEEESTING WOBBB 



MEMOIRS OF PRINCE ALBERT; 

AND THE HOUSE OF SAXONY. 

Second Edition, reTised, with Additions, by Authority. 

1 ToL, post Svo, vith Portrait, boond, 68. 



REVELATIONS OF PRINCE TALLEYRAND. 

Second Edition, 1 yolume, post 8to, with Portrait, 10s. 6d. bound. 

" We baye perused this work with extreme interest. It is a portrait of TaU 
leyrand drawn by his own hand." — Morning Post. 

" A more interesting work has not issued from the press for many years. It is 
in truth a most complete Boswell sketch of the greatest diplomatist of the age." 
^-Sunday Times. 

MADAME CAMPAFS MEMOIRS 

OF THE COURT OF MARIE ANTOINETTE. 

Cheaper Edition, 2 vols. 8vo, with Portraits, price only 12s. 

" We have seldom perused so entertaining a work. It is as a mirror of the 
most splendid Court in Europe, at a time when the monarchy had not been shorn 
of any of its beams, that it is particularly worthy of attention." — Chronicle. 



LIFE AND LEHERS OF THE EMPRESS JOSEPHINE. 

3 vols., small 8yo, 15s. 

" A curious and entertaining piece of domestic biography of a most extra- 
ordinary person, under circumstances almost unprecedented." — New Montidy. 

** An extremely amusing book, full of anecdotes and traits of character of 
kings, princes, nobles, generals, &c." — Morning Journal. 



MEMOIRS OF A HUNGARIAN LADY. 
MADAME PULSZKY. 

WRITTEN hy HERSELF. 2 vols., 128. bound. 

" Worthy of a place by the side of the Memoirs of Madame de Stael and 
Madame Campan.* — (?fo&e. 



MEMOIRS OF A GREEK LADY, 

THE ADOPTED DAUGHTEE OF THE LATE 
QDEEN CAROLINE. 

WBITTEN by HERSELF. 2 toIs., post 8to, price 12s. boond. 
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Now ready, Part XL, price 6s., of 

M. A. THIERS' HISTORY OF FRANCE 

UNDER NAPOLEON. 

A SEQUEL TO HIS HISTORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

As guardian to the archives of the state, M. Thiers had access to diplomatic 
papers and other documents of the highest importance, hitherto known only to a 
pnvileged few. From private sources M. Thiers has also derived much valuable 
mfonnafion. Many interestm^ memoirs, diaries, and letters, all hitherto unpub- 
hshed, and most of them destined for political reasons to remain so, have been 
placed at his disposal ; while all the leading characters of the empure, who were 
alive when tiie author undertook the present history, have supplied him with a 
mass of incidents and anecdotes which nave never before appeared in print. 

*»* The public are requested to be particuhir in giving their orders for 
"CoLBumrs Authorised Translation." 

N.B. Anv of the Parts may, for the present, be had separately, at 6s. each ; 
and subscribers are recommended to complete their sets as soon as possible, to 
prevent disappointment. 

RUSSIA UKDER THE AUTOCRAT NICHOLAS I. 

By IVAN GOLOVINE, a Russian Subject. 

Cheaper Edition, 2 vols., with a full-length Portrait of the 

Emperor, lOs. bound. 

" These are volumes of ah extremely interesting nature, emanating from the 

pen of a Russian, noble by birth, who has escaped beyond the reach of the Czar's 

power. The merits of the work are very considerable. It throws a new light on 

the state of the empire — its aspect, political and domestic — its manners ; the 

emj^loyes about the palace, court, and capital; its poUce; its spies; its depraved 

society," &c. — Sunday Times, 



JAPAN AND THE JAPANESE, 

Comprising the Narrative of a Three Years' Besidence in Japan, with* 
an Account of British Commercial Intercourse with that Country. 

By CAPTAIN GOLOWNIN. 

New and Ghbapbr Edition. 2 vols, post 8vo, 10s. bound. 
" No European has been able, from personal observation and experience, to com- 
municate a tenth part of the intelligence furnished by this writer." — British 
Review, 

MEMOIRS AND CORRESPONDENCE OF 
SIR ROBERT MURRAY KEITH, K.B., 

Minister Plenipotentiary at the Courts of Dresden, Copenhagen, and Vienna^ 
from 1769 to 1793 ; with Biographical Memoirs of 

QUEEN CAROLINE MATEDA, SISTER OF GEORGE III. 

Cheaper £dition. Two vols., post 8to, with Portraits, 15s. bound. 
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14 XNTEBESTING WQBKS 



THE CRESCENT AND THE CROSS; 
OR, ROMAIfCE AND REAITTIES OF EASTERN TRAVEL- 

By ELIOT WARBUBTON, Esq. 

Tbkth Editiqn, revised, in 1 vol., with nnmftrans Dlnstraiiaos, lOs. 6d. boimd. 

" A book calculated to prove more -pnu^kaXtj nsefhl was never penned Uma 
tlie * Crescent and the Cross* — a work which snrpasses afi others in its homage 
for the sublime and its love for the beantifol m those famous regions conseemted 
to everlasting immortality in the annals of the prophets-Handwhidi no other 
modem writOT has ever depicted with a pencil at once so rev e re nt and so poe- 
tnresqne.**— iSmti. 

LORD LDIDSATS LETTERS ON THE HOLY LAHD. 

Fourth EiMnofN, Bevised, 1 vol, post 8vo, wi& nhntEattoiis, 9s. boud. 

** Lord Lindsav has felt and recorded what he saw with the wisdom of a philo- 
sopher, and the nith of an enli^tened ChristiaD."— (2iiar«0rifjf Betdma. 



HAfifiATITE OF A 
TWO TEARS' RESIDENCE AT NINEVEH; 

With Bemarks on tiie Chaldeans, Nestoriaiis, Tezidees, &c. 

By the Ber. J. P. FLETCHEB. 

Cheaper Edition. Two vols., post 8to, 15b. bound. 



ADVENTURES Df GEORGIA, CIRCASSIA, MD RUSSIA. 

By Lieatenant-Cokmel 6. POULETT CAMEBOK, C.B., K.T.&, &c 
2 vols., post 8vo, bonnd, 128. 



CAPTAINS KING AND FITZROY, 

NARRATIVE OF THE TEN YEARS' VOYAGE ROUND 

THE WORLD, 

OP H.M.S. ADVENTUBE ASD BEAGLE. 

Cheaper Edition, in 2 large toIb. 8to, wHJi Maps, Charts, and upwards 
of Sixty Blustrationa, by Landseeri and other CTBinanto Artists, 
price lil lis. 6d. bound. 
« One of the most interestiDg narratives of vo^^a^ag that it has fiilkn to onr 

lot to notice, and which must always occupy a disnngoiSied space in the history 

of scientific navigation.**— Quorfer^ Review. 
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PUBMSHBD FOB HEKBT COLBTJBir. 15 

THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON'S CAMPAIGN 

IN THE NETHERLANDS IN 1815. 

Comprising the Battles of lignj* Qaatre Bras, and Waterloo. XUnstTated by 

Officii Docnments. 

By WILLIAM MUDFORD, Esq. 

1 ToL, 4to, with Tbirtj Coloured Flates, Portraits, Maps, Flans, &C., bound, 2l8. 



LIGHTS AND SHADES OF MILITARY LIFE. 

Edited by the late Lientenant-General Sur CfiABLES NAPIEB, 6.C.B., 
Commander-in-Chief in India, &c. 1 yoL, 8vo, 6s. boxmd. 

*'N«rnitires of stiiriag interest, wUoh should be in the haadi of every 
officer in herMiOesty*s service.**— C?Zo6«. 



STORY OF THE PENINSULAR WAR. 

A COMPAinOBr VOLUME TO MB. GLEIG'S 
«* STORY OF THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO," 

With Six Portraits and Map, 5s. bound. 



THE HEMESIS IN CHINA; 

COMFBISIIfG A GOMPUBSTE 

HISTORY OF THE WAR IN THAT COUNTRY. 

From Notes of Captain W. H. HALL, R.N. 
1 voL, Plates, 6s. bonnd. 
" Capi Hall's narrative of the services of the Nemesis is full of interest, and 
will, we are sure, be valuable h««after, as affocdiDg most curious materials for 
the history of steam navigation.** — Quarterly Review, 



CAPTAIN CRAWFORD'S NAVAL REMINISCENCES; 

OOMPRISINO HEMOmS OF 

ADMIRAL8 SIE E. OWEN, SIR B. HALLOWELL CAREW, 

AND OTHER DISTINGUISHED COMMANDERS. 

2 vols., post 8to, with Portraits, 12s. bound. 



ADVENTURES OF A SOLDIER. 

WRITTEN BY HIMSELF. 
Bdng the Memoirs of EDWARD COSTELLO, of the Rifle Brigade, 
and late Captain in the British Legion* Cheap Edition, with 
Portrait, 38. 6d. bound. 
^ An ezcdknt book of its chu». A true and vivid picture of a soldier's life.**^ 



" This hig^ latere s tia g volume is filled with details and anecdotes of the most 
startling duiracter, and well deserves a place in the libraiy of eveiy regiment 
in the service.**— iVoroZ and MvUtoary GasxtU, 
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16 WORKS PUBLISHED FOR HENRY COLBURN. 

PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF 

MRS. MARGARET MAITLAND, OF SUMTSIDE. 

WRITTEN by HERSELF. 

Third and Cheaper Edition, I vol., 68. bound. 

<< Nothing hal^so true or so touching in the delineation of Scottish character 

has appeared since Gait published his *■ Annals of the Parish,* and this is purer 

and deeper than Gait, and even more absolutely and simply true.** — Lord Jeffrey* 



Cheaper Edition, in 3 vols., price 10s. 6d., half-boond, 

FORTUNE: A STORY OF LONDON LIFE. 

By D. T. COULTON, Esq. 

" A brilliant novel. A more vivid picture of various phases of society has not 
been pdnted since * Vivian Grev* jSrst dazsled and confounded the world; but it 
is the biting satire of fashionable life, the moral anatomy of high society, which 
will attract all readers. In every sense of the word, * Fortune * is an excellent 
noveL** — Observer. 

'* * Fortune* is not a romance, but a novel. All is reality about it: the time, 
the characters, and the incidents. In its reali^ consists its charm and its 
merit It is, indeed, an extraordinary work, and has introduced to the world 
of fiction a new writer of singular ability^^ with a genius more that of Bulwer 
than any to whom we can compare it"— Critic, 



! ZOOLOGICAL RECREATIONS. 

By W. J. BRODERIP, Esq., F.R.S. 
Cheaper Edition, 1 vol., post 8vo, 6s. bound. 
** This work abounds in the most delightfnl records of animal life. It is just 
the book we should like to see in the hands of youth ; nor could a teacher make 
his pupU a more acceptable present.** — KidcTs Journal of Natural History* 



THE HALL AND THE HAMLET. 

By WILLIAM HOWITT. 

Author of " The Book of the Seasons,*' « Rural Life in England," &c. 
Cheaper Edition, 2 Yok., post 8yo, 128. bound. 

" This^ work is full of delightful sketches and sweet and enchanting pictures 
of rural Ufe, and we have no doubt will be read not only at the homestead of the 
&rmer, but at the mansion of the squire, or the castle of the lord, with gratifica- 
tion and delight**— iSufK^ay Times, 



PUBLISHED POE HENET COLBTTEN, 
BY HIS SUCCESSORS, HURST & BLACKETT, 

GREAT MARLBOROITGH STREET, 
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